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INTRODUCTION. 



WORDSWORTH, BARRt" CORNWALL, LANDOR, 

LBIQH HXTNT, SAMUEL ROGERS, AND 

THOMAS MOORE. 

Although Wordsworth, Leigh Hunt, Procter, Moore, Landor and 
Rogers, belong more properly to the last generation, and are conse- 
quently somewhat " past the bourne " of contemporary criticism, 
yet the fact of their physical existence renders some account of them 
necessary in a book which professes to treat of the living authors of 
England and America. 

To a certain extent, they are already judged, and have re- 
ceived a posthumous fame which seldom belongs to writers who are 
still alive. In speaking of them it is difficult to realize that we 
are not then: posterity. In walking through Westminster Abbey 
we feel naturally mclined to look for their monuments, and are 
now and then tempted to ask the verger to show us their tombs, 
and to express indignation that the proper authorities are so cul- 
pably slow in erecting the suitable monuments to their memory. 
But we must step out of the Abbey, and say what we have to say 
of them m the open air. 

As a justification for the brief notice we shall give of them, 
we may as well state that Rogers is above eighty, Wordsworth,. 
is only a year younger, Moore is but a shade more juvenile thau 
the Poet Laureate ; and Barry Cornwall and Leigh Hunt are be- 
tween their sixtieth and seventieth years. 

2 



25 BRITISH WRITERS. 



Great wants rouse the mind of man, and surely never have poets 
had more exciting times than this little band. Bom in the old age 
of despotism, they have seen a great colony throw off the prepos- 
terous domination of a parent state three thousand miles away, and 
become the most powerful republic in the world. Shortly after, 
they beheld the throne of Charlemagne totter, and freedom given 
to the second nation in Europe. In then* manhood they have 
watched the rise and fall of that blazing meteor, Napoleon ! A 
giant by whose side Alexander and Julius Caesar shrink into pig- 
mies ! They have seen him become the modem Prometheus, and 
die on the rock with the vulture at his heart. Strange that no ^s- 
chylus has yet arisen to make Napoleon speak to us in poetry, as 
he does in history. Doubtless when the proper hour comes, the 
man will come with it. At present, perhaps, the dust of his giant 
fffll obscures his real dimensions — when it clears away we shall be 
the better able to estimate his labor and his task. 

In Wordsworth's early life, he was, like his friends and compa- 
nions, Coleridge and Southey, a firm approver of the progressive 
feeling then developing itself in the French Revolution ; but the 
poet's heart is a reverent humanity, and when religion and life were 
trampled under foot, he recoiled from the brotherhood. His poetry, 
however, did not sufficiently include philosophy, otherwise he would 
have naturally accounted for this violent reaction ! Tyranny and 
priestcraft are the parents of anarchy and blasphemy Nor can 
they with justice reproach their offspring. Many of the excesses 
of that ferocious movement were caused, or certainly heightened by 
the conduct of the European powers. Forbearance and calmness 
would have softened the worst acts of that stormy period, while 
provocation drove the nation mad. Terrible volume, prmted for our 
warning, with blood for ink, with human bones for type ! 

We do not mention these great excitements as detracting 
from the poetical claims of the poets of the revolutionary era. 
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but as iberely accounting for the fact of their appearance. From 
the time of Shakspere, — when the nation had just been roused 
by the overthrow of the spiritual despotism of Rome, down to 
the epoch of Coleridge, the • world had given birth to no original 
poets ! The destruction of temporal thraldom called into being 
the great men who have just past, and those who are lingering on 
the stage. 

In like manner, the overthrow of physical impediments by 
the triumphant giant, Steam ! is producing a race of poets ; as 
Shakspere and his great contemporaries were the children of spi- 
ritual freedom — as Wordsworth, Coleridge and their fellow-students 
were the offspring of temporal liberty — so are Tennyson, Browning, 
Miss Barrett, Carlyle, and their brethren, the natural product of* 
the excitements of the age we live in. 

America, and other distant lands, are now brought almost 
together; a girdle has been thrown round the earth! The old 
and the new worlds have been brought face to face, and gather 
strange knowledge from each other's eyes ; and so will it be to the 
end of time. If human nature seems to pause awhile, it is but to 
gather strength for a loftier, onward spring ; she halts only to pre- 
pare herself for a longer march into the promised land of human 
happiness. Every victory brings forth its triumphant paean. 

Under this aspect great poets are inevitable results, and our 
posterity never need fear they will ever want the " real presence " 
to sing their future glories. 

This conviction seems naturally to suggest that the estimate 
the world will hereafter form of the poets now under consideration, 
must considerably diminish their present apparent stature': that 
Wordsworth will ever be considered a poet of the first rank, one of 
the archangels of song, we firmly believe ; but his large bulk of verse 
will grow " smaller by degrees," and three-fourths of his produc- 
tions sink into oblivion. All that is animated by the vitality of pro- 
gression will live ; whenever he turns his back oix \3aa ^mj^jox^ \i» 



28 BRITISH WRITERS. 



•' 



Toice will naturally die away in the wilderness of the past. A great 
poet must tHrow his voice before him if he * wishes to be heard in 
the coming time ; the world marches onwards ; when he indulges. in 
regrets he speaks not to men, but to the empty space they hare 
past over. All Wordsworth's later writings are of this class. The 
healthy state of a reverent appreciation, and a wise patience is 
turned into the disease of superstition, and a slavish passiveness. 
That this is the character of much of Mr. Wordsworth's writings, 
must be evident to a candid reader, and it will materially lessen the 
admiration of future ages. 

We shall, however, adhere to the rule we laid down in the com- 
mencement of this chapter, and treat the poets imder consideration 
as an exception to the rule we mean to adopt in the remainder 
cy of the volume, and shall content ourselves with a short des- 

cription of Mr. Wordsworth. The biographical facts of his life are 
80 well known that we pass them over. In person he is tall and 
largely framed ; his eyes have a peculiarly thoughtful expression — 
they seem the seat of contemplation, not of observation ; and being 
deeply set in his head, give to the whole contour of his face a phy- 
sical expression admirably in keeping with his idiosyncracy. The 
finest likeness of him^is a three-quarter portrait by one of the most 
gifted of modem artists, Margaret Gillies. This represents him in 
his parlor at Rydal Mount, with the beautiful lake scenery in the 
distance, seen through the window ; an open book is before him. 
He is looking up at some one to whom he is explaining a passage 
in the volume, which it is almost unnecessary to add is his own poems. 

In private life he is an example to all men, obliging, chari- 
table and courteous ; he is always happy to see any visiters whom 
the fame of his genius inclines to call on him, and shows his garden 
and grounds with the gusto of a connoisseur, and the affection of a 
parent. Every tree has a living interest in his eye, and he is on 
speaking terms with every natural object in the country. Hills, 
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woods and waterfalls are his companions, and he resents an indig- 
nity offered to them with as much energy as though they were of 
bis own household. He visits London, generally, every other year, 
where he remains for three or four months, one of the most vene- 
rable of lions. We regret to add, that his health has lately been 
very much impaired and aggravated by the death of his only daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Quillinan, who died of consumption. 

Owing to his careful husbandry of a small patrimony) and his 
frugal habits, he has a moderate competency. Till four years smce 
he was distributor of stamps, which office he resigned in favor of 
his son, upon his own appomtment to the Laureateship. 

Of all the superior intellects who have spoken or written, 
Wordsworth is undoubtedly one of the most mcapable of humor. 
He cannot understand a joke, either mental or practical. Even 
when explained to him, he lays it on his logical rack, and there dis- 
sects it scientifically. A little anecdote will, however, convey better 
the old poet's idea of wit than an elaborate exposition. At a friend's 
bouse, after dinner the conversation turned upon wit and humor. 
The author of Lalla Eookh, who was present, gave some illustra- 
tions from Sheridan's "sayings, doings and writings." Starting from 
his reverie, Wordsworth said that he did not consider himself to be a 
witty poet ; "indeed," continued he, "I do not thmk I was ever witty 
but once in my life." A great desire was naturally expressed by 
all to know what this special droUery was. After some hesitation 
the old poet 'said — " Well, well, I will tell you. I was standing 
some time ago at the entrance of my cottage at Eydal Mount. A 
man accosted me with the question—* Pray, sir, have you seen my 
wife pass by ?' whereupon I said, ' Why, my good friend, I didn't 
know, till this moment, that you had a wife !' " The company stared, 
and finding that the old bard had discharged his entire stock, burst 
into a roar of laughter, which the facetious Wordsworth, in his sim- 
plicity, accepted as a genuine compliment to the brilliancy of his wiL 
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Accustomed to live secluded from the world — coddled up by a 
few old and withered spmsters — the poetical mind of this fine writer 
has become narrowed till it has lost most of that vigorous and em- 
bracing imiversality, and scorn of conventionalism, which made him 
in his inspired moments utter 

«* We must be free, or die 
Who speak the language Shakspere spoke — the faith 
And morals hold that Milton held — " 

— fee career of Mr. Leigh Hunt is so familiar with the read- 
ing public that we need not waste our space in reciting it. We 
shall content ourselves, therefore, with the statement that as an 
agreeable essayist, vivacious poet, and pleasant companion, few 
men are his superiors. He does not pretend to any loftier position 
in Hterature than that of a genial and humanising critic ; m this latter 
character he has done more than any other man to soften the acer- 
bity of criticism, acting chiefly in the spirit of Shakspere's adage-— 

** Love lends a precious seeing to the eye." 

In person he is tall ; his hair is now gray and parted on his 
forehead ; it grows low down, which gives the appearance of a want 
of intellectual power; his voice is peculiar and soft; he emgs a 
lively song, and accompanies himself on the piano or seraphine with 
much spirit and grace ; abounds with pleasant anecdote, and is fond 
of punning; his quotations are very happy, and he occasionally 
throws off a parody of some old hackneyed passage with great 
effect. 

We remember one day, in an excursion with him a^d Dr. South- 
wood Smith to Croydon, he saw some sheep grazing in a park near 
that place. He there remarked how much of the beauty of a pas- 
si^ depended on a word ; for instance, said he, apostrophizing the 
sheep — 
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" "nie Iamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 
Had he thy reason would he skip and play? 
Pleased to the last, his flowery food he crops, 
And licks the hand that cuts him mto chops !" 

Leigh Hunt, had he done nothing himself, would still be remark- 
able for his associations.. While we should consider the author of 
Rimini, and the Legend of Florence as a very clever man of letters, 
who, having no originality himself, had the rare art of doing seve- 
ral old things so well as to achieve a sort of adventitious fame ; yet, 
when we regard hun as the intimate friend of Shelley and Keats, 
the associate of Bjrron, Lamb, Hazlitt and Coleridge,'-he becomes 
more remarkable on their accoimt than on his own. He has an 
aroma not belonging to him — 

** He is not the rose, says the Persian song, 
But he has dwelt beside it !" 

Intercourse with these men of genius, and the keen, appreciat- 
ing spirit of Hunt, has had the effect of making him one of the most 
agreeable of talkers. He is now in the enjoyment of a pension from 
the queen of two hundred pounds per annum, and one of one hun- 
dred and twenty pounds from Sir Percy Florence Shelley, son to 
the great poet. We must not forget to name, that on the death of 
his grand-father, when he came to the Baronetcy, yoimg Shelley 
immediately sent to Mr. Hunt stating he had learnt that his father 
had intended giving him an annuity, and he, therefore, felt happy 
in carrying out the wishes of one so dear to him. 

If any extended notice of Mr. Leigh Hunt was unnecessary, it 
is still less requisite in the case of the author of Lalla Rookh. 

His melodies have made him the inmate of every household ; 
his name conjures up associations old as our boyhood — ^lips once 
trembling with emotion, but now closed for ever, have sung to us 
those most graceful of all lyrics — " oft m the stilly night," visions of 
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the bygone years float past to the music of his ballads ; we may, 
therefore, leave the inimitable lyrist of the genial, the tender and 
the fjEmciful, by remarkmg what, however, is perhaps generally 
known, that he now aw^ts in a half torpid state the touch of that 
great Master whose finger carries to the world df graves. His 
later years have been clouded by family misfortune, and it is pretty 
currently rumored that nature has treated the aged bard kindly, 
by rendering him partially insensible to his domestic bereavements. 
We may sing in the words of a dramatist — 

** Deal gently with him, sovereign death, for he 
Has charmed the world with his sweet minstrelsy !" 

— Mr. Procter, better known as Barry Cornwall, the schoolfellow 
of Byron find Peel, has retired for many years from the poetical 
world. He may, therefore, be considered as having abdicated 
Parnassian Life. As a poet, we are inclined to believe posterity 
will award him Uttle honor. What celebrity he may earn as a 
" Commissioner of Limatics " is another question. With the excep- 
tion of a few pretty songs, he has done very little. He has tried 
the higher kinds of composition, and lamentably failed : his tragedy 
of Mirandola was an unequivocal defeat ; his larger poems of the 
Flood of Thessaly, and Marcian Colonna, were likewise evidences <^ 
his want of power for a sustained flight. Fortimately for his ephe- 
meral reputation he first appeared at a time when it took very Uttle 
to make a poetical name. Had he lived in later days he would cer- 
tainly have only achieved a seat on the second form. 

Next after Wordsworth, Walter Savage Landor is undoubtedly 
the most origmal poet m this little band of patriarchs. His extreme 
classicality, and half paganistic worship of beauty, hav^ how- 
ever, deprived him of that wide circle of readers and admirers, 
which undoubtedly his genius deserves. Curiously enough, it is to 
his prose works that he owes the small popularity he enjoys. 
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His ** Imaginary Conversations '' have, for years, had an applaud- 
ing circle, comprising the most enlightened critics of the day, while 
the student and the man of the world may equally learn wisdom 
from their pages. In this portion of Mr. Landor's writings may be 
found the most simple, the most ornamental, the most imaginative, 
and the most subtle specimens of modem prose composition. In 
these singul^ productions, the artist's hand is visible throughout ; 
no careless sentences; all is elaborate, fastidious and classical. 
There is a refined grandeur, a musical tread, a keen spirit, and add- 
ed to this, all is presented in a language which is '' perspicaciously 
ornamental." All is so interwoven that the ornaments seem a natu- 
ral part of the Grecian structure. 

It is almost ludicrous to name so feeble a writer as Samuel Ro- 
gers, after one so powerful and brilliant as Landor ; but the greater 
marvel is yet to come— that Rogers is infinitely more popular with 
the masses than the author of Gebir. For one that drinks deep of 
Landor, there are a dozen who sip the ''verse and water" of the 
" Pleasures of Memory." Originality is a great bar to the popularity 
of an author, more especially if he happens to be a poet ; some- 
Hfnes, originality, even though obscured in a peculiar and almost 
impracticable style, provokes readers to study and find out the puz- 
zle or hidden meaning, as in Carlyle ; but in poetry it is not so ; and 
we oflfer as a proof— ^Browning. 

The romantic facts of Mr. Landor's life are too well known to 
require recapitulation. We shall therefore merely assure our readers 
that while we feel certain that Mr. Landor will increase in fame as 
the ages roll, we are as firmly convinced that the feeble common- 
place elegancies of Rogers will moulder into their native element, 
oblivion. Both are correct writers, but one is the correctness of the 
classic, the other of the schoolmaster — one is refined, spiritual, sub- 
tle, compressed poetry : the other is pains-takmg laborious verse, 
not struck off in a divme heat, and then moulded by an artist power 

2* 
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into a form of beauty, but forced drop, by drop, from the withered 
breast of poesie, and carefully preserved by the toiling mechanic of 
Parnassus. It was told me by a friend of the bard, the beau, the 
banker, that the poet's uncle adopted him and his brother, and took 
them into his banking house. After some time he detected the 
elder one in writing yerses : the horror struck merchant, when he 
died, allowed the detected verse-maker a certain annuity, leaving the 
business and the bulk of his fortune to Samuel, with the remark 
that he would never be a poet. We are entirely of the uncle's opi- 
nion, and boldly avow our belief that no spiteful nature can, by 
any process of sublimation, be raised into the poet ; Mr. Rogers, 
therefore, must be content to stand or faU by his own nature — he 
has the reputation of being a great wit, and of having made some 
of the severest of modem jokes. 

The last on record is a remark he made to the younger 'Mian 
Cushman, sister to the celebrated actress, and it exemplifies his po- 
liteness to the fair sex in a striking manner. The elder Miss Cush- 
man is remarkable for the masculine nature of her genius, and for 
her assumption of male characters. The yoimger sister was con- 
gratulated one day by Mr. Rogers, on a report current in theatrical 
circles, of her approaching marriage. She denied the rumor, add- 
ing that she did not think it probable she should ever marry, as she 
had not met any one of a manly tone of mind. If she ever mar* 
ried, added the fastidious fair one, it would be one of a strong mas'- 
culine nature. " Indeed,"^ replied the sallow wit, " then why don't 
you marry your sister .^" 

Mr. Rogers is famous for his breakfasts, where he gathers to- 
gether the most celebrated men of letters. He is an old bachelor, 
is very wealthy, and lives in great comfort in St. James' Park. His 
house is a perfect bijou of curiosities, fine paintings, and ob- 
jects of virtu. He has lately figured in the newspapers as the 
Tsliaixt defender of his life and limb with an dd umbrella, against 
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some old withered dames who attacked him in the public streets : 
it is reported that these antediluvian spinsters were the nine muses 
in disguise, resenting his impertinent invasion of their sacred rites. 
Scandal says, that they are some of the poets old earthly divi- 
nities, who were exasperated at his stopping a pension he had al- 
lowed them for many years. A comic poet, in the " Tales of Boc- 
caccio," aUudes to the fracas thus : 

'< And Rogers, iinpoetical old fellow. 
Beat off the muses with his silk umbrella." 

This couplet has so little poetry that it may probably contain 
something better; viz. Truth; and this of course relieves the 
poets' character of the scandal, saving his morals at the expense 
of sacrilege to the " Sacred Nine." 
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Some fifteen years ago two youths walked into the shop of Mr. 
Effingham Wilson, publisher, of the Royal Exchange, London, and 
after considerable blushing, asked him, with much deference, to 
publish a volume of Poems, their joint eflforts. With that coy 
reluctance on his part, so natural to a publisher, he agreed, and 
the manuscript was handed to his printer. As the work advanced 
one of these Siamese Twins, (son of Mr. Milman, the poet,) withdrew 
his verses from the venture, and consequently, Alfred Tennyson 
appeared in the world of poetry alone. A thin volimie, to be 
sure — some one hundred and twenty pages, but it was the fine 
point of a wedge which has gradually opened the world to him. 
It is needless to dwell upon the want of sympathy with which the 
volume was received ; the few notices it obtained were savage or 
contemptuous : it was either a blow or a sneer. The Quarterly and 
Blackwood had thdr sport with the modest volume, and absurdly 
deemed they had extinguished him, but the true poet is indes- 
tructible. It is only the charlatan and the versifier who smk in the 
conflict of criticism. Like a brave knight, the poet comes out of 
every critical encounter with honor, and the attempt to crush him 
only spreads wider the renown of his prowess. 

Alfred Tennyson, the abused of Christopher North, and of 
Lockhart, has become one of the recognized spirits of the age. 
On each side of the Atlantic he has placed his foot. Educa- 
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tion, (that grand conductor of sound,) carries now the voice of 
truth and beauty to every human ear. The words of the poet, 
orator and philosopher, are no longer uttered in one comer to die 
in another; no smaller group than the assembled world now 
gathers round the great teacher. The language of Shakspere 
spreads every day ; America carries freedom and civilization West; 
England East and South ; they divide the mission, and work with 
the characteristic energy of the Anglo Saxon nature. It is not 
too much to predict that in time the Shaksperian will be the Uni- 
yersal tongue. It seems as though Providence prefigured this when 
he taught the greatest of poets to deliver his wonderful revelations 
in the English language. 

It must be conceded to the harsh judging and wrong headed 
Christopher North, and to the elegant and conventional Lockhart, 
that the young poet in his first volume displayed several peculiari- 
ties calculated to arouse the entire bile of men who pinned their 
faith to Dryden, Pope, Campbell and Rogers and others of that 
school ; but a truer and more generous appreciation would have con- 
vinced them that they were only misplaced ornaments, and not the 
main part of the building, and that there was ample evidence of 
the possession of the highest poetical genius. 

Even the affectations and singularities of a young poet, should 
have made them more cautious. Originahty is sometimes heralded 
by affectation, and the very unlikeness of a new volume to the old 
stuidards should have counselled forbearance. Critics should al- 
ways doubt the powers and individuality of a poet, if on his first 
appearance there is nothing to offend. Be assured, if he is slavishly 
true to the established forms of poetry, that he is a disciple, and 
not a master ; that he is an imitator, not tin original. 

We do not mean to exalt such musical verses as the foUowmg 
into the region of poetry, but even these like the melodious humming 
of a few notes, ought to have convinced the listeners that the spirit 
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of harmony was within, and only waiting its time to come forth in 
fuller power and more unmistakeable shape. 

« Where Claribel low lieth 

The breezes pause and die. 
Letting the rose leaves fall : 

But the solemn oak tree sighedi 
Thick leaved — ambrosial, 

With an ancient melody 
Of an inward agony, 

Where Claribel now lieth ."* 

• • » • • 

And so on for several stanzas : — ^the following tinkle too is not poetry : 

« Aury-fairy Lilian, 

Flitting-fairy Lilian, 
When I ask her if she love me 
Claps her tiny hand above me, 

Laughing all she can. 
She'll not tell me if she lore me» 

Cruel litUe Lilian." 



These lmes» however, have a rich lingering beauty of diction quite 
delicious to the ear. 

" Thou art not steeped in golden languor, 
No tranc'd summer calm is thine — 
Ever varying Madeline 
Through light and i^adow thou dost range, 
Sudden glances, sweet and strange, 
Delicious spites and darling angers. 
Dancing forms of flitting change — 
Smiling, firowning evermore, 
Thou art perfect in lovelore. 
Revealings deep and clear are thine, 
Of wealthy smiles, but who may know 
Whether smile or frown be fleeter ? . 
Whether smile or frown be sweeter 7 • 

Who may know ?" 
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* Mystery of Mysteries 
Faintly smiling Adeline, 
Scarce of earth — ^not all divine. 
Nor unhappy — nor at rest, 
But beyond expression fair. 
With thy floating flaxen hair. 
Thy rosy lips and fiill blue eye. 
Take the heart from out my breast. 
Wherefore those dim looks of thine. 
Shadowy, dreaming Adeline ? 

Doth the low tongaed Orient 
Wander from the side of the moon 
Drippmg with Sabian spice 
On thy pillow, lowly bent. 
With melodious airs love lent, 
Breathmg light against thy face. 
While his locks a dripping twined 
Round thy neck a subtle ring 
And ye talk together still. 
In the language wherewith spring 
Letters cowslips on the hill ? 
Hence that look and smile of thine. 
Spiritual Adeline !" 



ORIANA. 



<* My heart is wasted with my woe 

Oriana, 
There is no rest for me below. 

Oriana, 
When the long dun worids are filled with snow 
And loud the hdUow whirlwinds blow 

Oriana, 
Alone I wander to and fro, 

Oriana, 
Eve the light on dark was growing, 

Oriana, 
At midnight 'the cock was crowing* 

Oriana. 
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ELEANORE. 



" Thy dark eyes opened not, 

Nch: first revealed to English air, 
• For t)iere is nothing there 
Which from the outward to the inward brought, 
Moulded thy lady thought. 

Far off from human neighborhood 

Thou wert bom on a summer mom, 

A mile beneath the cedar wood. 

Thy bounteous forehead was not frmned 

With breezes from our oaken glades. 

But thou wert nuist in some delicious land 

Of lavish lights and floating shades : 

And flattering thy childish thought. 

The oriental fairy brought, 

At the moment of thy birth. 

From old well heads of haunted rills, 

And the hearts of purple hills. 

And shadowed coves on a sunny shore. 

The choicest wreath of all the earth. 

Jewel or shell, or starry ore. 

To deck thy cradle Eleanore ?" 

In these specimens the poetical reader will find more to ad- 
mire than to censure ; but the critics sometimes are deaf, '' charm 
ye never so wisely " their ears are shut to music, an'd their eyes to 
beauty. 

Three years afterwards, Mr. Tennyson published another vo- 
lume, and gave the fullest evidence of his poetical genius. He had 
been wise enough to profit by the criticism of his friends and ene- 
mies, and, consequently, the new volume was received with more 
favor : it showed a marvellous advance on the previous book, and 
stamped the author as one of the rising men of our time. In this 
volume were the exquisite poems of " The Miller's Daughter," and 
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'* The Proud Lady Clara Vere de Vere." Shortly after he printed a 
poem called "The Lover's Tale:" this, however, he supprest, con- 
tenting himself with giving a few copies away. As he disavows this 
production, we shall quote nothing from it. It is decidedly un- 
worthy his reputation. 

Here lapse ten years of Alfred Tennyson's life ; silent to the 
public, but slowly working. In 1843 appeared his two volumes, 
including many of his old productions previously published, with 
the addition of many new ones; alterations were also made in those 
he retamed. In this volume he first made audible "The Two 
Voices," undoubtedly the greatest poem he has written ; we ob- 
serve that it was composed as far back as 1833 ; contrasting 
the union of force and thoughtful subtlety displayed in this poem, 
with the last of his productions, " The Princess," the conclusion is 
forced upon us that the mind of Alfred Tennyson is not pro- 
gressive. We shall devote some space to its examination, and se- 
lect instances of the peculiar force with which the poet places 
before the mind of his readers thoughts of the utmost subtlety. 
The poem is an argument, pro. and con, between the hopeful and 
despondent impulses of our nature, one prompting to suicide, the 
other urging cheerfulness and patience : 

" A * still tmall voice' spake unto me, 
Thou art so full of misery, 
< Were it not better not to be V 

Then to the still small voice I said : 

* Let me not cast in endless shade 
What is so wonderfully made.' 

To which the voice did urge reply, 

* To-day I saw the dragon-fly 

Come from the wells where he did lie.' 
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An inner impulse rent the veil 
Of his old husk — from head to tail 
Came out clear plates of sapphire maiL 

He dried his wings — like gauze they grewy 
Through crofts and pastures wet with dew, 
A living flash of light he flew.' 

I said, < when first the world hegan» 
Young nature through five cycles ran,. 
And in the sixth she moulded man. 

She gave him mind — ^the lordliest 
Proportion, and above the rest, 
Dominion in the head and breast.* 

Thereto the silent voice replied — 

* Self-blinded are you by your pride ; 
Look up through night ; the world is wide. 

This truth witiun thy mmd rehearse. 

That in a boundless universe, 

Is boundless better — ^boundless worse.' " 

The despondent spirit then goes on to show that the existence 
of any particular item is iHunaterial in so vast an universe. The 
hope-blest voice demands that some peculiarity gives an individual 
value to every separate human being. 

" To which he answered scoffingly — 

* Good soul, suppose I grant it thee. 
Who'll weep for thy deficiency V 

Or will one beam be less intense, 

When thy peculiar difference 

Is cancelled in the world of sense !" 

A shower of tears is the poet's reply* Again the Mephistophi- 
lean voice urges the despondency of his heart, as a conclusive 
argument of the insufficiency of human life to attain felicity. The 
brighter voice consults patience in you, 

<< Shut the life from hi^pier diance." 
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** * Were it not well to bide mine hoary 
Though watching from a rained tower. 
How grows the day of human power ? 

I said when I am gone away — 

' He dared not tarry — * men will say. 

Doing dishonor to my clay." 

The darknesa of his soul avers that it is viler to breathe and watch, 
than once from dread of pain to die ; adding— 

<< Art thou so bound 
To men, that how thy name may sound 
WlU vex thee lying underground? 

Gro, vexed spirit, sleep m trust ; 
The right ear, that is filled with dust, 
Hears little of the false and just 

< Hard task to pluck resolve !' I cried. 
From emptiness and the waste wide. 
Of that abyss, or scornful pride." 

He nrges that the future may bring a happier time. 

'< To sing the joyful psBan clear. 
And sitting, burnish without fear 
The brandy the buckler and the spear." 

Appealing at the same lime to the old visions of future glory, 
which may yet come to pass. If may yet happen 

« In some good oaose— not in mine own 
To perish, wept for, honored, known, 
like a great warrior overthrown ! 

Whose eyes are dim with glorious tears, 
When soiled with noble dust, he hears 
His country's war-song thrill his ear. 

Then dying of a mortal stroke 
What time the foeman's like is broke, 
And all the war ii rolled m niiok«.'' 
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The desponding spirit declares all these are but the " stirrings 
of the blood," those impulsive delusions, without which life would 
expire beneath the steadfast weight of misery, and the daily, 
hourly invasion of wrong. He concludes this strain with a verse 
painfully revolting to the egotism of man. 

" For every worm beneath the moon, 
Draws different threads, and late and soon 
Spmsy toiling out his own cocoon. 

dull, one-sided voice, (said I,) 
Wilt then make every thing a lie. 
To flatter me that I may die? 

1 know that age to age succeeds. 
Blowing a noise of tongues and deeds, 
A dust of systems and of creeds. 

I said — I toil beneath the curse. 
But knowing not the universe, 
I fear to slide from bad to worse. 

And that in seeking to undo 
One riddle, and to find the true, 
I knit a hundred others new. 

Consider well — ^the voice replied, 
• His face that two hours since hath died. 

Wilt thou find passion, pain or pride Y* 

All the miseries of the human race pass over his head; he is in- 
sensible to all. Earthquakes rouse him not. 

Finely, subtly, logically, the poet answers the doubter — 

" If all be dark — ^vague voice — I said, 
^ese things are wrapt in doubt and dread. 
Nor canst thou show the dead are dead" 

Oh ! the volume of thought, the world of suggestion, the chaos 
of doubt in that one line — 

" Thou canst not show the dead are dead." 
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Finely Hope threads the perplexing maze of poetical metaphy- 
sics, and artistically utters, as an apology for the insufficiency of 
language, to render the mysterious clear. 

<< I cannot make this matter plain, 
But I would shoot, howe'er in vain, 
A random arrow from the brain ! 

As old mythologers relate, 

Some drought of Lethe might await 

The slipping through from state to state. 

And here we find in trances, men 
Forget the dream that happens then, 
Until they fall in trance again. 

I might forget my weaker lot ; 
For is not our first year forgot ? 
The haunts of meiQory echo not. 

The still voice laughed — I talk, said he, 

Not with thy dreams — suffice it thee • 

Thy pain is a reality." 

The brighter spirit says in reply — 

« Why set not forth, if I should do 
This rashness, that which might ensue, 
With this old soul In organs new ?" 

How marvellously poetry condenses in a single expression a 
course of thought, sufficient to " make us pause again " — 

" W^hatever crazy sorrow saith. 
No life that breathes with human breath. 
Has ever truly longed for death. 

'Tis life, whereof our nerves are scant. 
Oh, life ! not death for which we pant, 
More life— and fuller— that I want—" 

To this the spirit of gloom and despondency answers — 
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" in quiet scorn, 
Behold, it is the Sabbath mom !" 



This is the pivot of the argument : 

" The sweet church bells began to peal." 



" On to Grod's house the people prest, 
Passing the place where each must rest, 
Each entered like a welcome guest. 

One walked between his wife and child, 
With measured footfall firm and mild, 
And now and then he gravely smiled. 

The prudent partner of his blood 
Leaned on him, faithful, gentle, good. 
Wearing the rose of womanhood. . 

And in their double love secure, 
The little maiden walked demure. 
Pacing with downward eyelids pure. 

These three made unity so sweet. 
My frozen heart began to beat. 
Remembering its ancient heat. 

I blest them, and they wandered on : 
I spoke, but answer came there none — 
The dull and bitter voice was gone. 

A second voice was at mine ear, 
A little whisper, silver clear — 
A murmur — * be of better cheer/ 

And forth into the fields I went. 
And nature's living motion lent. 
The pulse of hope to discontent. 

I wondered at the bounteous hours, 
The slow results of winter showers, 
You scarce could see the grass for flowers. 

I wondered while I passed along. 
The woods were filled so full with song. 
There seemed xio room for sense of wrong; 
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So variously seemed all things wrought, 
I marvell'd how the mind was brought 
To anchor by one gloomy thought. 

And wherefore rather I made choice 
To commune with that barren voice, 
Than him that said * rejoice — rejoice.' " 

Thus closes one of the most magnificent emanations of poetical 
thought of modem times, and it is certainly an eflfort in which Ten- 
jijsou puts forth all the force and beauty of his muse. 

A captious critic of the day has declared that this is only an 
elaboration of Shakspere's "To be, or not to be." The best answer 
is to leave the public to read the two compositions. Tennyson's is a 
singular instance of the skill with which an argument can be logi- 
cally and poetically carried on in a few emphatic words. On natu- 
ral grounds the subject is argued — revelation is left properly out 
of the question ; for this struggle of doubt could never rise in a 
christian's mind. It might, and does, no doubt, occur at ^ome sea- 
sons in every imaginative nature, and we here find the matter 
brought to the test of sensation, and decided against gloom and 
despair, even ivithout the irresistible voice of revelation. 

The Ulysses is very finely done: there, however, the merit 
ends. OriginaUty does not belong to it : Tennyson took the idea 
from a paper in Leigh Hunt's Indicator, and Lamb supplied Hunt 
with the subject in a conversation one night, when that fine old 
wit amused them with an extempore fantasia, or imaginary bio- 
graphy of the Grecian wanderer, after his return to Penelope, or, 
as he jocularly called her " the weaver" or " stocking darner." 

In ^none the poet has attempted to infuse his own life into the 
pallid statues of antiquity ; as an evidence of his variety, he re- 
verses the attempt in his Death of Arthur. There are fine passages 
in this fragment of an epic, but notwithstanding the beauty of 
some of the thoughts it leaves a weariness on the mind which con- 
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vinces us the poet has failed in the great object of poetry. We do 
not consider the blank verse of Tennyson as a success ; it is feeble 
and diluted ; even the more felicitous passages are open to many 
objections ; the sweetness of occasional lines cannot *redeem the 
want of vigor and rythm. 

In Dora the poet has carried his style to a scriptural simplicity. 

From these extracts it will be made evident that the character- 
istics of this fine poet are delicacy, refinement, and a subtilty which 
etherialises all his conceptions. We do not expect that he will ever 
produce any great work; his mind is unequal to along flight; he 
is master of one or two instruments, and his power over them is 
perfect ; his orchestra is not, however, full enough to bring out that 
mighty volume of sound which sleeps in the Epic and the Drama. 
His last production, " The Princess, a medley," has been a great 
disappointment to his friends, as it convinces them he is tmequal to 
a sustained undertaking. We do not see why they should be sur- 
prised or grieved at the failure ; this is not an age for long narra- 
tives, it is essentially the "age of emphasis," every production now 
must be intensed. Men will not sit to be lectured or read asleep ; 
they want to be aroused, excited and kept awake. They do 
not look for instruction, they demand power and sensation ! — ' 
delight is their object, not quiescence or tranquillity. Soothing 
syrups are past : electrical flashes are in vogue. We have epics, 
dramas, narrative poems, and sermons in abundance ; we require 
some new truths, or at all events some old facts presented in a 
novel and startling shape ; or else we want common every day life 
shaped and heightened into beauty : listen to an old fact, a reality, 
made ideal and immortal by Tennyson : it is founded on the mar- 
riage of the Marquis of Exeter's grandfather to the daughter of a 
respectable farmer. Here the poet enrolls this sweet creature into 
one of God's nobility, a Duchess of Arcadia's Aristocracy. 



ROBERT BROWNING. 



Robert Browning, the author of some of the most singular 
poems in the English language, was bom at Camberwell, a village 
near London, in 1812. His father, who is a clerk in the Bank of 
England, seems to have had prophetic impression of his son's poe- 
tical genius, for he resolved to set him apart for a life of study. 
His family abound with little anecdotes of the poet's precocity, and 
we were told by his mother that at four years old, when compelled 
by her to take some medicine, he said, with much heroic gravity, 

" Good people, if you wish to see 
A boy take physic, look at me." 

These little anecdotes may be considered as trifling, but they 
show the current of the early mind, and are sure evidences of the 
existence of the poetical vein. 

•Kll his fourteenth year he was educated at a daily school in 
Dulwich, where he made great progress in his studies. Even in his 
eighth year some of his translations from Horace are remarkable for 
that peculiarity of mirth which he has since carried out to a fatal 
mannerism. 

From this school he was removed to the London University, 
where he completed his routine of classical education. So far as 
o\ir recollection serves, he is the only man of genius that college 
can boast. 
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In his twentieth year he published a poem called " Pauline," 
which he has never acknowledged, and of which he .now appears to 
be ashamed. It has Httle merit beyond a certain faint evidence of 
sensuous feehng running through it ; that kind of murmuring music 
which ever accompanies a poet in his walk through life. 

In 1836 his first acknowledged poem appeared, called "Pa- 
racelsus," and it is the opinion of many of the critics of the day that 
this will be the work by which he will be the most remembered. 
A critic has remarked, that one of the finest thoughts of modem 
times is embalmed in three lines in this poem. 

" There are two points in the adventure of a diver, 
First when a beggar he prepares to plunge. 
Then when a prince he rises with his pearl. 
Festus, I plunge !" 
An eminent poet remarked that Mr. Browning had lost the 
chief force of the thought by the first line, which he maintained 
was very prosaic ; he suggested that it ought to be altered, as 

" There are two moments in a diver's life," &c. 

This is a point for the author. We named this to Mr. Brown- 
ing, who acknowledged his own line was feeble. 

Mr. Browning's Paracelsus excited little attention. Mr. Forster, 
of the Examiner, praised it, Mr. Fox, of the Monthly Repository, 
and Heraud's New Monthly Magazine — and there was an end of 
the matter. It, however, gave the poet a quiet pedestal for his fu- 
ture station, and he is now so proud of his young creation that he 
generally places it as his peculiar characteristic, and calls himself 
author of Paracelsus. 

To Paracelsus succeeded a tragedy, called Straflford, which, owing 
to Mr. Forster's influence with Mr. Macready, was performed. The 
great tragedian acted Strafford — but all his efforts were unavailing. 
It was the trage4y of spasms ; the want of personal interest is too 
deeply felt to allow of any doubt, and the work of a strong mentality 
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I rose up in the silent night, 

I made my dagger sharp and bright^ 

The wind is raging m turret and tree — 
Aa half asleep his breath he drew, 
Three tunes I stabbed hum through and through- 

O the Earl was fair to see. 

I curled and combed his comely head. 
He looked so grand when he was dead : 

The wmd is blowing in turret and tree — 
I wrapt his body in the sheet. 
And laid him at his mother's feet I — 

O the Earl was fair to see.'* 



MARGARET. 



" O sweet pale Margaret, 
O rare pale Margaret, 
What lit your eyes with tearful power, 
Like moonlight in a falling shower ? 
Who lent you love, your mortal dower ? 
Of pensive thought and aspect pale. 
Your melancholy sweet and frail 
As perfume of the cuck<R) flower V* 

The opening to JEnone is a fine chaunt — 

'* There lies a vale in Ida, lovelier far 
Than all the valleys of Ionian Hills, 
The swimming vapor slopes athwart the glen, 
Puts forth an arm, and creeps from pine to pine. 
And loiters slowly down. On either hand 
The lawns and meadow ledges, mid-way down. 
Hang rich in flowers, and far below them roars 
The long brook, falling through the cloven ravine, 
In cataract after cataract, to the sea." 

'In " Locksley Hall," we have the indignant rebuke which a 
young poet pours out to the world, occasioned by the lady of his 
love marrying another — a dull every-day sort of husband. The 
hopeless desolation of the abandoned lover is finely expressed. 
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The suflferer, invoking his betrayer, her loveliness and her falsehood, 
by the memory of their former happiness, says that such a memory 
is a crown of sorrow — 

<< Drug thy memories lest thou learn it, lest thy heart be put to proof. 
In the dead unhappy night, when the rain is on the roof. 
Then a hand shall pass before thee, pointing to his drunken sleep. 
To thy widowed marriage pillow, to the tears that thou shalt weep. 
Thou shalt hear the * never, never,' whispered by the phantom years. 
And a song from out the distance in the ringing of thine ears." 

In no poem has Tennyson displayed more the peculiarity of his 
genius than in the lotos-eaters : the truth of the picture is height- 
ened by the fascinations thrown round it ; like a supernatural por- 
trait, you know it to be such by the light of its halo. There is a 
haunting music m the lines, which seem to droop beneath the weight 
of their drowsy perfume. 

" Where all thmgs always seemed the same. 
The mild-eyed melancholy lotos-eater came. 

IV. 
Branches they bore of that enchanted stem, 
Laden with flower an^ fruit, whereof they gave 
To each ; but whoso did receive of them 
And taste, to him the gushing of the wave 
Far, far away, did seem to mourn and rave 
On alien shores ! and if his fellow spoke. 
His voice was thin, as voices from the grave. 
And deep asleep he seemed, yet all awake. 
And music in his ears his beating heart did make. 



They sat them down upon the yellow sand. 
Between the sun and moon, upon the shore ; 
And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland, 
Of child, and wife, and slave ; but evennore 
Most weary seemed the sea, weary the oar. 
Weary the wanderiif^ fields of barren foam. 
Then some one said, * We will return no more ;* 
And all at once they sang, * Our island home 
Js far beyond the wave ; we will no longer roam.* " 
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CHORIC SONG. 
I. 



" There is sweet music here, that softer falls 
Than petals from hlown roses on the grass, 
Or night-news on still waters between walls 
Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass ; 
Music that gentUer on the spirit lies. 
Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes ; 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies. 
Here are cool mosses deep. 
And through the moss the ivies creep. 
And in the stream the long-leaVd flowers weep, 
And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep. 

n. 

Why are we weighed upon with heaviness. 

And utterly consumed with sharp distress, 

While all things else have rest from weariness ? 

All things have rest : why should we toil alone ? 

We only toil, who are the first of things, 

And make perpetual moan. 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown : 

Nor ever fold our wmgs. 

And cease from wanderings, 

Nor steep our brows in slumber's holy balm ; 

Nor hearken what the inner spirit sings, — 

* There is no joy but calm !' 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things? 



IV. 
Hateful is the dark-blue sky. 
Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea. 
Death is the end of life ; ah I why 
Should life all labor be ? 
Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast. 
And in a little while our lips are dumb. 
Letusal<me. What is it that wiU last?" 

As a specimen of a great poet, in another phase, we have thai 
wonderful condensation of the suggestive^ (already T%i<^Tt^\<^^ 
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In this, the matter is darkly hinted, and shadowed forth, giving a 
force and awe to it far beyond the most literal description. The 
enunciation is in hieroglyphics, but full of meaning. 

** We were two daughters of one race," &c. 
The madness of the narrator is subtlely announced by the re- 
frain, 

" The toind is blowing in turret and tree ;" 

And the poet then throws a wonderful interest over the scene 
by the parallel line, 

" Oh the Earl watfair to we." 

This is done with the intention of first suggestmg it as a doubt 
to the reader, and then taking it for granted, and msisting upon it 
as a truth, that the madness was produced by the struggle in the 
maiden's bosom between revenge and love. 

The common opinion as to the story is, that a yoimg lady to re- 
venge the seduction and death of her sister by a young nobleman, 
resolves to have vengeance : she therefore aflfects a great love for the 
seducer, inspires him with a passion, and in a moment of dalliance 
stabs him to the heart : she then has his dead body taken to his 
mother's feet. 

The more poetical version appears to us to be, that she did not 
actually commit the self-abandonment and murder, but went mad 
in the contemplation of the proposed vengeance, and imagines in 
her delirium all that is described : it is still heightened by the pos- 
sibility that her love for her sister's betrayer, interfering with her 
vengeance, precipitates her insanity. With these preliminary sug- 
gestions we leave the poem to the understandmg of our readers. 

We must not conclude our sketch without oflfering as a triumph 
of poetical skill the exquisite poem of Godiva : the opening Imes, 
however, seem in bad taste : 

** I lounged with grooms and parties on the faridge," &c. 
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Mr. Tennyson's last production is " The Princess, a Medley," the 
largest and the most ambitious of his works ; it is also his greatest 
failure. The subject is a sort- of counterpart, or ** female half" to 
the plot of Shakspere's "Love's Labor Lost;" it may also be 
considered as a* pleasing banter on the rights of woman. It relates 
to a certain philosophical princess, who founded a college of wo- 
men, to be brought up in high contempt of the pi^sent lords of the 
creation. The royal champion of the rights of woman has been 
betrothed to a neighboring prince, and the poet, assuming the char- 
acter of this prince, narrates the tale. 

The royal mistress of a college, where no men are permitted 
to make their appearance, scouts the idea of bemg bound by any 
such pre-contract. The lover, however, will not resign the lady ; 
he resolves to insist upon the fulfilment of the bond. He therefore 
sets forth with two companions, Cyril and Florian. They disguise 
themselves in female apparel, and gain admission to the palace col- 
lege of fair damsels. 

** There at a board by tome and paper sat, 
With two tame leopards couched beside her throne, 
All beauty compassed in a female form, ' 
The princess ; liker to the inhabitant 
Of some clear planet close upon the sun. 
Than our man's earth. She rose her height and said, 
' We give you welcome ; not without redound 
Of fame and profit unto yourselves ye come. 
The first-fruits of the stranger: aftertime, 
And that full voice which circled round the grave 
Will rank you nobly, mingled up with me. 
What ! are the ladies of your land so tall V 

* We of the court,* said Cyril. * From the court !* 
She answered ; * then you know the prince V And he, 

* The climax of his age ; as though there were 
One rose in all the world — ^your highness that — 
He worships your ideal.' And she replied: 
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* We did not think in our own hall to hear 
Thb barren verbiage, current among men — 
Light coin, the tinsel clink of compliment ; 
We thmk not of him. When we set our hand 
To this great work, we purposed with ourselvefl 
Never to wed. You likewise will do ^ell, • 
Ladies, in entering here, to cast and fling 
The^ tricks which make us toys of men, that bo, 
Some future time, if so indeed you will, 
You may with those self-styled our lords ally 
Your fortunes, justlier balanced, scale with scale.' 
At these high words, we, conscious of ourselves. 
Perused the matting." 

Singular to say, the princess has selected two widows, Lady 
Blanche and Lady Psyche, for the chief assistants in her new 
establishment; both of these have children, one an infant. The 
three disguised knights place them under the tuition 'of Lady 
Psyche, who proves to be the sister of Florian. This leads to a 
discovery : 

" My brother ! oh, she said, 
What do you here ? and in this dress ? and these, 
Why, who are these? a wolf within the fold ! 
A plot ! a plot ! a plot ! to ruin all !" 

All three appeal to Psyche's feelings; she agrees to conceal 
the discovery, on condition that they will steal away as soon as 
possible. The princess rides out, and summons her three new pupils 
to attend her ; after much long and learned discourse, they sit down 
to a pic-nic. Here Cyril, forgetting his womanly reserve, sings a 
merry stave, which discovers all ; a general flight ensues. The 
Princess Ida falls into a stream, owing to her horse taking fright. 
The prince, of course, saves her ; it, however, avails him nothing. 
He is brought before her, she sitting in state. She is guarded by 
eight mighty daughters of the plough. She then scornfully dis- 
misses him. The prince's father arrives with an army to liberate his 
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son; the fair virago's brother comes with another for her protection. 
A battle ensues, and the lover is dangerously wounded. Compas- 
sion rises in the heart of Ida, she nurses the woimded prince, and 
while she nurses, love finds an entrance. The college is broken up, 
and marriage closes the poem. 

It is impossible for a true poet to write a long poem without 
revealing some snatches of his genius, and, although generally 
speaking, this poem is a mournful instance of mistaken powers, it 
abounds in fine passages. For example, the beauty of the following 
lament, made by Lady Psyche, when deprived of her child by the 
princess, is very striking : 

" • Ah me, my babe, my blossom, ah my child ! 
My one sweet child, whom I shall see no more ; 
For now will cruel Ida keep her back ; 
And either she will die for want of care, 
Or sicken with' ill usage, when they say 
The child is hers ; and they will beat my girl, 
Remembering her mother. O, my flower ! 
Or they will take her, they will make her hard ; 
And she will pass me by in after life • 
With some cold reverence, worse* than were she dead* 
But I will go and sit beside the doors, 
And make a wild petition night and day. 
Until they hate to hear me, like a wind 
Wailing for ever, till they open to me. 
And lay my little blossom at my feet, 
My babe, my sweet Aglaia, my one child ; 
And I will take her up and go my way. 
And satisfy my soul with kissing her.' *' 

After the combat between Arac and the prince, when all par- 
ties had congregated on what had been the field of battle, iJm 
child 18 lying on the grass — 

" Psyche ever stole 
A little nearer, till the babe that by us, 
Half lapt in glowing gauze and golden Vreie^ 

3* 
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Laid like a new-fallen meteor on the grass, 

Uncaredfor, spied its mother, and began 

A blind and babbling laughter, and to dance 

Its body, and reach itsfatling innocent arms,' 

And lazy, lingering fingers. She the appeal 

Brook'd not, but clamoring out, * Mine — ^mine — ^not yorin ; 

It is not yours, but mine ; give me th^ child,' 

Ceased all in tremble ; piteous was the cry." 

Cyril, wounded in the fight, raises himself on his knee, and 
implodes of the princess to restore the child to her. She relents, 
but does not give it to the mother, to whom she is not yet recon- 
ciled — ^giving it, however, to Cyril. 

" * Take it, sir,' and so 
Laid the soft babe in his hard maii'd hands, 
Who turned half round to Psyche, as she sprang 
To embrace it, with an eye that swam in thanks, 
Then felt it sound and whole from head to foot. 
And hugg'd, and never hugg'd it close enough ; 
And in her hunger mouth'd and mumbled it. 
And hid her bosom with it ; after that 
Put on more calm." 

A sketch of one of tlie female students reading in the maiden's 
university is pretty : 

" One walked — reading by herself, and one 
In this hand held a volume as to read. 
And smoothed a petted peacock down with that. 
Some to a love-song varied a shallop by. 
Or under arches of the marble bridge 
Hung shadow'd from the heat." 

A description of a laughing, petulant daughter of a baronet is 
well thrown oflf: 

" At this upon the sward 
She kept her tiny silken-sandaled foot: 
* That's your light way, but I would make it death 
For any male thing but to peep at ns.' 
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Petulant she spoke, and at herself she laughed : 

A rosebud set with little wilful thorns, 

And sweet as English air could make her, she." 

It is a curious study to read Shakspere'ii^play and Tennyson's 
poem ; let our readers try the experiment ; the mixed state of feel- 
ing will amply repay them at the end. 

Alfred Tennyson is the son of a clergyman of Lincolnshire. 
He went through the usual routiiie of a classical education at 
Trinity College, Cambridge. His brothers and sisters partake of 
his poetical and musical nature, and are much attached to each 
other. Charles has published a volume of Sonnets and Poems, full 
of sweet poetical fancies ; as a graceful appendage to his greater 
kinsman's fame, we will give one of his sonnets : 

SONNET BY CHARLES TENNYSON. 

" I trust thee from my soul, oh ! Mary dear, 
But ofttimes when delight has fullest power, 
Hope treads too lightly for herself to hear. 
And doubt is ever by until the hour ; 
I trust thee, Mary, but till thou art mine 
Up from thy foot unto thy golden hair 
O let me still misgive thee, and repine, 
l^ncommon doubts spring up with blessings rare ! 
Thine eyes of purest love give surest sign. 
Drooping with fondness, and thy blushes tell 
A flitting tale of steadiest faith aud zeal : 
Yes, I will doubt, to make success divine ; 
A tide of summer dreams with gentlest swell 
Will bear upon me then, and I shall love most well !" 

It is pleasant to know that a great poet's household is among 
the number of his admirers ; it seems to take part of the sting of 
the old adage out of the saying " that no man is a prophet in his 
own laud." Tennyson avoids general society, preferring to sit quietly 
with a friend, discussing the fancies that pour in his mind. He has 
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no conversational force or brilliancy, hates arguing ; is as " fond of 
smoking as an American or a Mussulman ;'' passes most of his time 
in the country ; his favorite spot being a small farmhouse near Maid- 
stone. He is occaslbnally visible to his friends in London for a 
month or so, but to see him in his best mood you must catch him 
with his cigar, or under a tree lounging on the grass on " a warm, 
lazy day." Bom in Lincolnshire, it is curious to observe how the 
suggestions of that fenny scenery have pervaded his writings and 
influenced his choice of images. 

He is reserved in his habits, has a fine intellectual face, and is 
very calm and self-possessed : there is an admirable picture of him 
by Lawrence. He is approaching his fortieth year. Lately he has 
been rewarded by the queen with a pension of £200 a year. We 
are told that she was much charmed with his ballad of Lord Bur- 
leigh ; the poem being pointed out to her during her late visit to 
the Marquis of Exeter, at Burleigh. The pension came very oppor- 
tune, he having lost most of his small patrimony in a speculation. 
For the especial information of our female readers, he is unmarried. 



THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY. 



T. B. Macaiilay is the son of Zachaiy Macaulay, the friend of 
Wilberforce, and, like him, a great abolitionist 

In 1818 this distmguished writer entered himself of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, where he took his degree in 1822. Here he 
gave evidence of his great intellectual powers, obtaining a scholar- 
ship, twice gaining the Chancellor's medal for English verse ; and to 
crown his triumphs, secured the second Craven Scholarship, the 
highest distinction in classics which the University confers. 

Having no taste for mathematics, Re did not compete for honors 
at graduation, but nevertheless he obtained a fellowship at the Octo- 
ber competition open to graduates of Trinity, which he resigned on 
his sailing for India. He devoted much of his time to the Union 
Club, a debating society, where he was considered an eloquent 
speaker. 

He then studied at Lincoln's Inn, and was called to the bar in 
1826. It was in this year that his celebrated Essay on Milton ap- 
peared in the Edinburgh Review, and from this time dates the 
friendship of Mr. Jeflfrey and Macaulay. Soon after they went the 
circuit together, an^ took the opportimity of visiting Scotland. 

When the whigs came mto power Mr. Macaulay was appomted 
Commissioner of Bankrupts, and shortly after was elected for Colne 
in the first Reformed Parliament. He was then made Secretary to 
the India Board, and in 1834 was returned as member for Leeds. 

He relinquished bis seat the same year ou li^a ^y^^^^^^^^ 
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the Supreme Council in Calcutta under the East India Company's 
new charter. 

** On his .aBiTal in Calcutta, in September of the same year, he 
assumed, at the request of Lord William Bentinck, in addition to 
his seat at the Council, the Presidency of the Commission of Five. 
Here his impartiality between the Europeans and Natives was so 
striking as to expose him to the most malignant attacks of the self- 
ish, the unprincipled and the proud. After supporting Lord Wil- 
liam Bentinck in all those great reforms which he made, Mr, Sla- 
' caulay returned to England m 1838. 

The following year he was elected member for Edinburgh, and 
was shortly made Secretary at War. We shall not allude to his 
parliamentary life with the single exception of his conduct on the 
copy-right bill. Mr. Sergeant Talfourd had labored zealously on this 
point, and had good reason to depend upon Mr. Macaulay*s support: 
he had appeared to coincide with him during the framing of the mea- 
sure, and dining with the sergeant, a few nights before the debate in 
the house, had led him to count upon his support. He, however, 
made a strong speech against it, and forgot so far the courtesy of 
a gentleman as to unsparingly satirize the author of the measure. 

He has lately been elected Lord Rector of the Glasgow Uni- 
versity, and his address on the installation was greatly admired. 

As a critic, essayist and historian, Mr. Macaulay may be con- 
sidered as the first of our time ; his style is correct and yet popular ; 
full of glowing imagery, chastened by the truest taste. 

We have often thought the Essay on Milton has been absurdly 
over praised, and have occasionally said so, both in print and in 
conversation. We were, however, not prepared for the sweeping, 
and if not sincere, most affected deprecation from the author's 
own pen. 

When his contributions to the Review were ooUected in three 
vo)umes Mr. Macaulay wrote a preface, in which the following pa- 
ra^rapb appears. 
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« No attempt hai been made to remodel any of the pieces which are con- 
tained in these volumes. Even the criticism on Milton, which was written 
when the author was fresh from college, and which contains scarcely a para- 
graph such as his matured judgment approves, still remains overloaded with 
gaudy and ungraceful ornament" 

Surely half an hour's honest labor would have removed most 
of these eyesores, or counselled th^ rejection of the whole article. 

The chiefest triumphs of Macaulay's critical art are his essays 
on Warren Hastings, Bacon, and Boswell's Johnson ; the former is 
a model of biography ; the man stands out from the canvas with 
all the necessary associations hanging to him of the great events in 
which he was so conspicuous an actor, and yet no prolixity or 
tedious enumeration of public events. It is, however, in the mas- 
terly essay on Bacon that for the first time we have an idea pre- 
sented to the mind of that wonderful man, the Bhakspere of sci- 
ence and learning — all is harmonious ; it is too well known to need 
any extracts to justify our praise. 

The next publication of Mr. Macaulay*s, his " Lays of Ancient 
Rome ;" was a singular attempt to vivify decayed life, and though 
unsuccessful, yet it was an interesting failure ; a modem may get 
a better idea of old Roman manners and habits of thought from this 
book than from all the histories in the world. It is certainly a half 
resuscitation of a mummy. We shall pass over this work to come 
to his last and greatest labor, his History of England — as this is the 
most matured of his productions, we shall endeavor to illustrate his 
style and peculiarities of mind from this valuable treasury of fact 
and thought. 

There are many writers who display as much xmderstanding ; 
more who show greater research ; others have more humor, but we 
venture to say there is no writer of modern times who combines 
the necessary quantity of these various faculties in so harmonious a 
manner: added to this, he has considerable logical acutenessT a fine 
taste, and over all, his prose is the very ^Tve%\. oi TMA«cDL^osaR^^«5. 
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have read. No writer of the day has the same power of divesting 
subjects of their difficulties and obscurities, and placing the naked 
question before you stripped of its adventitious garments. How 
frequently, on the other hand, has he thrown a robe of beauty and 
interest round an unpromising and prosaic matter of either history, 
finance, or legislation. 

But the very qualities which render him an admirable critic 
where the judgment is brought into superior play, such as on 
subjects of history, philosophy, finance and politics, altogether in- 
capacitate him for the highest office of the critic ; we mean the set- 
ting forth the beauty and the mystery of poetry. All must be 
tangible, logical, or matter of fact, and he will then cement these 
uninviting masses into a fine eloquent system ; but trust him with a 
Keat's, a Coleridge, or a Shelley, and his deficiency of imagination, 
or want of power to appreciate it, is most striking. The andent 
ballads just referred to are damning facts against his having dther 
the spirit of the poet, or the power of feeling its presence. 

Yet there are passages in his writings so fine, so rhetorical, so 
like the prose part of a Childe Harold, that we feel half to doubt 
the truth that stares us in the face whenever we read a critique of 
Mr. Macaulay's on the loftier kind of poetry. We use the word 
loftier advisedly, because no man is better able to appreciate Dryden 
or Pope, Crabbe, Scott and Rogers, or those poets whe|:6 artifice 
logic and close reasoning abound : where eloquent special pleading, 
and glowing declamation reign, instead of the truth and the faculty 
divme ; these writers we feel cannot desire a more liberal or saga- 
cious exponent : but when he approaches the tender exuberance of 
Keats, the daring subtilty and metaphysical brilliancy of Shelley, 
and the supernatural chaunts of Coleridge, then he endeavors to 
show to the world that they address a faculty not in the sparkling 
essayeft and eloquent historian. 

It may seem ungracious to dwell upon a deficiency of mind. 
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• but our critics must submit to be told that they should not meddle 
with matters above them. They treat all alike ; they test the ra- 
cer by the pack horse, and deny merit to an Eclipse or a Cymba, 
because it is not like a brewer's drayhorse. We shall now proceed 
to illustrate Mr. Macaulay's mind, by extracts from his last, and 
greatest work, requesting in return that when he sits in judgments 
on any poet, he will extend a like generosity to him. 

Our readers must not suppose, because we commence our quo- 
tations with the first paragraph of his history, that we are going 
to reprint it all. The following passage is so characteristic that 
we give it entire. It remmds us of the simplicity of Herodotus* 
opening sentence. 

** I propose to write the history of Eugland from the accession of king 
James II, down to a time which is within the memory of men still living. 

" I shall recount the errors which, in a few months, alienated a legal gentry 
and priesthood from the House of Stuart. I shall trace the course of that revo- 
lution which terminated the long struggle hetween our sovereigns and their par- 
liament, and bound up together the rights of the people and the title of the reign- 
ing dynasty. I shall relate how the new settlement was, during many trouMed* 
years, successfully defigided against foreign and domestic enemies ; how under 
that settlement the authority of law and the security of property were, found 
to be compatible with a liberty of discussion and of individual action never be- 
fore known ; how finom the auspicious union of order and freedom sprang a 
prosperity of which the annals of human afiairs had furnished no example; 
how our country, frdm a state of ignominious vassalage, rapidly rose to the 
place of umpire among the European powers. How her opulence and her 
martial glory grew together ; how by wise and resolute good faith, was gradu- 
ally established a public credit fruitful of marvels which to the statesmen of 
any former age would have seemed incredible ; how a gigantic commerce gave 
birth to a maritime power compared with which every other maritime power, 
ancient or modem, sinks into insignificance ; how Scotland, after ages of en- 
mity, was at length united to England, not merely by legal bonds, but by the 
indissoluble ties of interest and affection. How in America the British colonies 
rapidly became far mightier and wealthier, than the realms which Cortez and 
Pizarro had added to the dominions of Charles V : How in Asia British ad- 
venturers founded an empire not less splendid, and more durable than that of 
Alexander. 



60 BRITISH WRITERS. 



How clearly a fine writer sketches roughly before he begins 
the plan of his work, without in any way anticipatmg the interest 
or wea](ening the eflfort. 

As a contrast to the simplicity of the foregoing passage, we 
transcribe the death of Charles II. 

" His palace had soldom presented a gayer or more scandalous appearance 
than on the evening of Sunday the 1st of February, 1685. Some grave per- 
sons who had gone thither, after the fashion of the times, to pay their duty to 
their sovereign, and who had expected on such a day his court wonid wear a 
decent aspect, were struck with astonishment and horror. The great grallery 
of Whitehall, an admirable relic of the magnificence of the Tudors, was 
crowded with revellers and gamblers. The king sat there chatting and toying 
with three women, whose charms were the boast, and whose vices were the dis- 
grace, of three nations. 

« Barbara Palmer, duchess of Cleveland, weu3 there, no longer young, but 
still retaining some traces of that superb and voluptuous loveliness which 
twenty years before overcame the hearts of all men. There too was the du- 
chess of Portsmouth, whose soft aud infantine features were lighted up with 
the vivacity of France. Ilortensia Mancini, duchess of Mazarin, and niece 
of the great Cardinal, completed the group. She had been early removed from 
*her native Italy, to the court where her uncle was supreme. His power and 
her attractions had drawn a crowd of illustrious suit|pr8 round her. Charles 
himself, during his exile, had sought her hand in vain. No gift of virtue or 
fortune seemed to be wanting to her. Her face was beautiful with the rich 
beauty of the South ; her understanding was quick, her manners graceful, her 
rank exalted, her possessions immense, but her ungovernable passions had 
turned all these blessings into curses. . * * * * * * ' 

« While Charles flirted with his three sultanas, Hortensius' French page 
warbled some amorous verses. * 

" A party of twenty courtiers was seated at cards round a large table on 
which gold was heaped in moimtains. Even then the king had complained 
that he did not feel quite well. He had no appetite for his supper; his rest 
that night was broken, but on the following morning he rose, as usual, early. 

" Scarcely had Charles risen fro^i his bed, when his attendants perceived 
that his utterance was indistmct, and that his thoughts seemed to be wandering. 

« Several men of rank had, as usual, assembled to see their sovereign shaved 
and dressed. 

" He made an effort to converse with them in his usual gay style, but his 
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ghastly look surprised and alarmed them. Soon his face grew black ; his eyes 
turned in his head ; he uttered a cry, staggered and fell into the arms of 
Thomas Lord Bruce, eldest son of the Earl of Ailesbury. A physician who 
had charge of the royal retorts and crucibles, happened to be present. He had 
no lancet, but he opened a vein with a penknife. The blood flowed freely, but 
the king was still insensible. 

" He weu3 laid on his bed, where, during a short time, the duchess of Ports- 
mouth hung over him with the familiarity of a wife. But the alarm had been 
' given. The queen and the Duchess of York were hastening to the room. The 
fiavorite concubine was forced to retire to her own apartments. Those apart- 
ments had been thrice pulled down, and thrice rebuilt by her lover to gratify 
her caprice* The very furniture of the chimney was massive silver. Several 
fine paintings, which properly belonged to the queen, had been transferred to 
the dwelling of the mistress. The sideboards were piled with richly wrought 
plate. ' In the niches stood cabinets, the master-pieces of Japanese art. On 
the hangings, fresh from the looms of Paris, were depicted, in thits which no 
English tapestry could rival, birds of gorgeous plumage, landscapes and hunt- 
ing matches. In the midst of this splendor, purchased by guilt and shame, 
the unhappy woman gave herself up to an agony of grief, which, to do her 
justice, was no^holly selfish. 

» » * »» « « » 

<' The patient was bled largely. Hot iron' weu3 applied to his head ; a loath- 
some, volatile salt, extracted from human skulls, was forced into his mouth. He 
recovered his senses, but he was evidently in a situation of extreme danger. 

" The queen was for a time assiduous in her attendance, 

» * * «« » * « 

" On the morning of Thursday the London Gazette announced that his 
majesty weu3 going on well, and was thought by the physicians to be out of dan- 
ger * *. * but in the evening it was known that a relapse had 
taken place. 

" The king was in great pain, and complained that he felt as if a fire were 
burning within him ; yet he bore up with a fortitude which did not seem to be- 
long to his selfish and luxurious nature. The sight of his misery afiected his wife 
so much that she fainted, and was carried senseless to her chamber. The pre- 
lates who were in waitmg had from the first exhorted him to prepare for his 
end. They now thought it their duty to address him in a still more urgent 
manner. William Sancrofl, an honest and pious, though narrow-minded man, 
used great freedom. ' It is time,' said he, * to speak out, for sure you are 
about to appear before a judge who is no respecter of persons.' 

*' Charles, however, was unmoved. He made no objection, indled, when the 
service for the visitation of the sick was read, but nothing could mduce him to 
take the Eucharist from the hands of the bishop ^\a^V\^ "m^ \ic«^ vs^ 
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wine was brought to his bedside, but in vain. Sometimes he slud there was 
no hurry, and sometimes that he was too weak. » » » 

*' Charles had never been a sincere member o£ the Established Church* 
When his health was good and his spirits high he was a scoffer. In his few se- 
rious moments he was a Roman Catholic." 

» * * «*« » « » 

A life of frivolity and vice had not extinguished in the Duchesa 
of Portsmouth all sentiments of religion, or all that vividness which 
is the glory of her sex. 

She therefore tells Barillon, the French ambassador, that the 
king is really at heart a papist, and bids him hasten to the duke 
and urge him to give orders for the expidsion of the protestant di- 
vines in order for the due administration of extreme unction. 

The duke went to the chamber of his brother, and having ascer- 
tained the sentiments of the king, resolved, whatever was the risk, 
to fulfil his dying wishes. 

The charm of this narative is apparent — all thftgs fall into 
their proper places, and a perfect picture is presented to the mind. 
The mantle of romance is thrown over the forbidding form of his- 
tory. She moves and talks with a grace that was supposed whol- 
ly to belong to fiction, and while she delights, she instructs. It is 
quite impossible, despite the solemnity of the occasion, not to 
smile at the courteous banter of the expiring king, uttered Idmost 
** in articulo mortis," apologizing for the trouble he is giving, and 
begging them to excuse the unconscionable time he is in dying. 

It seems to be the opinion of many men that all that is requisite, 
for an historian is a plodding, impartial man. 

The fallacy of this is apparent — ^for although Byron asserts that 
" Truth is stranger than fiction," it yet requires a rare union of fa- 
culties to write it properly. Were history written as it ought to be 
it would take an author who comprised the patience and research 
of Bayle, tHe philosophical and logical powers of Bacon, the style 
of Burke, the political sagacity of Tallyrand, and Waahmgton's pa- 
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triotism and nobility of soul. Since these are somewhat out of hu- 
man reach; we cannot be too thankful that a writer combining so 
many excellencies as Mr. Macaulay, sits down to the drudgery of ex- 
ploring the past. History enables a man to exist from the first 
ages of the world : he becomes the fellow-citizen of Demosthenea ; 
asfflsts in the expulsion of the tyrant Tarquin ; stands beside 
Brutus as he pliuges his dagger into Caesar's heart, and is in- 
vested with a retrospective life : in a word, history presents every 
man with the freedom of the world, and gives to him a national 
interest in every country. It is not enough that a dramatist should 
give the plot and the costume, he must give his characters language 
and life. It must not be done in words, it must be done m deeds, 
Mr. Macaulay has accomplished this. He has clothed the skeletons 
of the past with flesh, and thrown blood into their veins : they be- 
come again animated with the bygone passions of olden days, and 
inoculate us with their feuds. But Mr. Macaulay has the awkward 
habit of looking at things with a liberal eye ; hence Mr. Croker's 
indignation. 

It is not our intention generally to enter into any dispute that 
may exist between an author and a critic, but the recent attack on 
the work now before ms in the " Quarterly,*' is too marked to es- 
cape us. We shall not dovthe conducters of that Review the injus- 
tice of believing that personal motives had any influence in the cri- 
ticism in ques^on. We are willing to believe that Mr. Croker's 
indignation at outraged historical truth has impelled him to the 
rescue of his " beloved abuses," from the vigorous assault of the his- 
torian ; but at the same time the Rigby of Coningsby should have 
Bome respect for the judgment of the readers of the periodical he is 
employed to write in. We quote the following as a specimen of the 
fairness of his attack on his ancient enemy. 

'* It may seem too epigrammatic, but it is in our serious judgment strict- 
ly TRUE to say, that his history seems to be a kind of combinatvoiL AStii ^i^^^sg^- 
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ration of the peculiarities of all his former efibrts. It is as fiill of p^tical pre- 
judices, and partisan advocacy as any of his parliamentary speeches. It makes 
the facts of English history as fabulous as his lays do those of Roman tradition, 
and it is written with as captious, as dogmatical, and as cynical a spirit as the 
bitterest of his reviews." 

We have only one word of advice to Mr. Croker, let him set to 
work and write the History of England, and shame Mr. Macaulay to 
the end of time. Let him do this, so that all future critics may 
say as they turn from Croker to Macaulay, 

" Look on this picture and on that> 
Hyperion to a satyr." 

We are inclined to hope ihat the satyrical Croker will take the 
advice we tender him, and devote himself henceforth to the truth 
of history. 

A little anecdote of the great critic of the " Quarterly " is not 
out of place here. Some few years ago, the Review in question 
now and then executed a poet for the especial delight of their rea- 
ders ; Tennyson, Browning, Keats, and others scarcely less illus- 
trious, have been gibbeted (fortunately only in efl&gy,) from their 
new patent drop, the Jack Ketch being Mr. Croker. It reached Mr. 
Allan Cunningham's ears that the Maid of Elvar, his poetical child, 
was to undergo capital punishment in the forthcoming number of 
the Review. The indignant bard, who was a stalwart man of above 
six feet, with an arm accustomed to wield the mason's mallet, inti- 
mated to Mr. Croker that the day after the publication of the attack 
he would personally chastise him. The valorous Rigby was; alarmed, 
but having announced a " slashing poetical article," he substituted 
the meek and small Moxon for the gigantic Highlander, who was 
equally good as a sculptor and a pugilist. 
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" In her ear he whispers gayly, 
If my heart by signs can tell, 
Maiden, I have watched thee daily, 
And I think thou lov'st me well. 

She replies in accents fainter 

* There is none I love like thee,* 
He is but a' landscape painter 

And a village maiden she. 

He to lips that fondly falter 

Presses his without reproof, 
Leads her to the village altar, 

And they leave her father's roof. 

I can make no marriage present. 

Little can I give my wife, 
Love can make our cottage pleasant. 

And I love thee more than life. 

They by parks and lodges going. 

See the lordly castles stand ; 
Summer woods about them blowing. 

Made a murmur in the land. 

From deep thought himself he rouses, 

Says to her that loves him well. 
Let us see these handsome houses. 

Where the wealthy nobles dwelL 

So she goes, by him attended, 

Heais him lovingly converse, 
Sees whatever fair and splendid 

Lay betwixt his home and hen. 

Parks, with oak and chestnut shady. 
Parks and ordered gardens great. 
Ancient homes of lord and lady, 
• Built for pleasure and for state. 

All he shows her makes him dearer, 

Evermore she seems to gaze 
On that cottage growing nearer, 

Where they twain will spend their days." 

Our space will not allow us to quote the entire ballad : we- 
must, therefore, refer our readers to the yolume« 

8 
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A disproportioned marriage becomes beautified and raised for 
ever on a pedestal, even as the sculptor's hand takes a common block 
of marble and turns it into a Venus de Medicis, or a Greek Slave. 

Let us select another every day fact, the desertion of a trust- 
ing girl by her lover, and the revenge of her friend or sister ; the 
magic garment is on, and it is transfigured to an admiring posterity : 
we shall allude again to this poem as elucidatmg or illustratmg an- 
other phase of the poet's mind. 

THE SISTERS. 

" We were two daughters of one race, 
She was the fau-tst in the face : 

The wind is blowing in turret and tree— • 
They were together and she fell — 
Therefore revenge became me well — 
O the Earl was faur to see. 

She died — she went to burning flame, 
She mixed her ancient blood with shame : 

The wind is howling in turret and tree — 
Whole weeks and months, and early and late. 
To win his love, I lay in wait — 

O the Earl was fair to see. 

I made a feast, I bade him come, 
I won his love, I brought him home: 

The wind is roaring in turret and tree — 
And after supper, on a bed. 
Upon my lap he laid his head^~ 

O the Earl was fair to see. 

I kissed his eyelids into rest — 
His ruddy cheek upon my breast: 

The wind is raging in turret and tree — 
I hated him with the hate of hell, 
But I loved his beauty passing well — 

O the Earl was fair to see. 



BROWNING. '^d 



went to the tomb of the Capulets for want of a physical Romeo. We 
fear it will be found to be the verdict of the public, that the author 
of Sordello is a noble abstraction ; a great spirit, but he lacks the 
flesh and blood of Shakspere, and the milk of human kindness. / 

Four years afterwards Sordello astonished his friends, and 
amazed the world— of this work we shall speak more anon, con- 
tenting ourselves here with the relation of an anecdote we heard 
of Douglas Jerrold, when the work first appeared. This distin- 
guished contributor to Punch was recruiting himself at Brighton 
after a long illness. In the progress of his convalescence a parcel 
arrived from London, which contained, among other things, this 
new volume of Sordello ; the medical attendant had forbidden Mr. 
Jerrold the luxury of reading, but, owing to the absence of his con- 
jugal " life guards " he mdulged m the illicit enjoyment. 

A few lines put Jerrold in a state of alarm. Sentence after 
sentence brought no consecutive thought to his brain. At last the 
idea crossed his mind that in his illness his mental faculties had 
been wrecked. The perspiration rolled from his forehead, and smit- 
ing his head, he sat down in his sofa, crying, " 0, God, I am an 
idiot !" When his wife and her sister came, they were amused by 
his pushing the volume into their hands, and demanding what they 
thought of it. He watched them intently while they read — at last 
his wife said : I don't understand what the man means ; it is gib- 
berish. The delighted humorist sank in his seat again : '' thank 
God I am not an idfot." Mr. Browning, to whom we told this, has 
often laughed over it, and then endeavored to show that Sordello 
was the clearest and most simple poem in the English language. 
We know only one person who pretends to understand Sordello, 
and this is Mrs. Marston, the poet's wife. 

Mr. Browning's next work was Pippa Passes, the first of a series 
which he has called " Bells and Pomegranates." Here begins the 
real poetic life of Browning, so far as the public know him, and out 

4 
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of these singular productions we hope to justify our faith to the 
world. The idea of Pippa, a poor factory girl, purifying human 
nature as she passes ahout on her vocation, is a fine concep- 
tbn, and it is to be lamented that it is not made so intelligi- 
ble to the common mind as to be capable of a wider appreciation. 
To the poet, however, it remains what Keats said of Beauty, 
"a joy for ever." After a time Mr. Macready produced another 
play, and the reception which the Blot in the 'Scutcheon had at 
Drury Lane in 1848, and at Sadler's Wells m 1848, seems to justify 
the current opinion that the author is only a dramatist for the poet 
and the critic. He cannot touch the hearts of the million, lliat he 
abounds in the esthetic, may be presimied, but the world at large 
care little for the subtler and more minute workings of the human 
heart. They demand a broader, wider range, a rougher " guess " at 
their nature ; when it is borne in mind how many words are not 
heard in a large theatre ; how few of the actors know how to deli- 
ver a speech intelligibly ; it is evident that a tortuous, obscure and 
condensed style must be so much Greek to a mixed audience who 
hear a drama for the first time ; when, however, you add to these 
disadvantages, a plot not springing from the every day impulses of 
the heart, but evolved from some peculiar idiosyncracy of the mmd, 
it is evident you make a very fatiguing and ingenious puzzle, and 
not a drama to move our tears or smiles. A rapid comparison be- 
tween three acted dramatists may help the reader to a somewhat 
better idea of Mr. Browning's " fallings short " in this particular. 
While Mr. Browning's plays are chiefly metaphysical or psy- 
chological dialogues continued until one of the speakers falls a vic- 
tim to some special peculiarity, which concludes the affair : — ^while 
Mr. Marston takes some common-place wrong, or makes the hero, 
who is going to redress the evil, some mmor poet, who invariably 
manages to break his own heart and the reader's patience ; Mr. 
Sheridan Enowles goes altogether to the other side of the question. 
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Our readers may think it is inconsistent to blame both extremes — 
but we do not ask for a profile view — ^we want the full counte- 
nance ; this we get in Shakspere. The modem playwrights give 
us but one side of the face ; we see it is onesided, we ask for a 
fuller, bolder, broader view ; they then present the other profile ; 
ihey seem afraid to look human nature full in the face : or do they 
think truth is a Medusa, and that we shall be turned into stone by its 
Goigon look ? Mr. Browning's plots are singularly deficient also in 
human interest ; with the exception of ** Strafford " and the ** Blot 
in the 'Scutcheon/' they are all founded on subjects which make no 
appeal to the masses ; he is tinily caviare to the million. He is the 
poet of the exception, not the rule ! He will be highly prized by 
the one, but totally neglected by the many. His poetry is a curi- 
osity, and a rarity for the virtuoso, and not a thing of interest for the 
crowd, Mr. Browning can, however, select a simple touching 
subject, and treat it intelligibly. Witness the little incident at 
Ratisbon: — 

« Yon know we French stormed Ratisbon,] 

A mile or so away, 
On a little monnd Napoleon 

Stood) on our storming day; 
With neck out thrust ; you fancy how, 

Legs wide, arms locked behind. 
As if to balance the prone brow. 

Oppressive with its mind. 

Just as, perhaps, he mused — ' my plans 

That soar to earth may fall. 
Let once^my army leader Lannes 

Waver at yonder wall V 
Out 'twixt the battery smokes there flew 

A rider, bound on bound, 
, Full galloping ; nor bridle drew 

Until he reached the mound. 
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Thon off there flimg in Bmiling joy, 

And held himself erect 
By juM his hone's mane, a boy — 

You hardly could suspect, 
' (So tight he kept his lips compress'd 

Scarce any blood came through,) 
You locked twice ere you saw his breast 

Was all but shot in two. 

< Wen,' criiBd he, < Emperor, by God's grace 

We've got you Ratisbon ! 
The marshal's in the market-place, 

And you'll be there an<m. 
To see your flag-bird flap his vans 

Where I, to' heart's desire 
Perched him !' The chief's eye flashed, his plans 

Soared up again like fire. 

The chiefs eye flashed, but presently 

Softened itself, as sheathes 
A film, the mother eagle's eye 

When her bruised eaglet breathes. 
« You're wounded !' * Nay ' — ^his soldier's pride 

Touched to the quick, he said, 
^ Fm killed, sire,' and his chief beside 

Smiling, the boy fell dead." 

With a few cramped abbreviatioiis this is plain enough, and the 
action is presented graphically to the reader's imagination; as a 
contrast, let him turn to a poem entitled " Christina." We will 
help the otherwise bewildered student a little, by informing him 
that the poem is supposed to be the meditation of a youth who has 
gone mad for love of Queen Victoria. He commences by reproach- 
ing the royal object of his passion, that she encouraged Ids attach- 
ment by looking at him accidentally when her carriage passed him : 

** She should not have looked at me. 
If she meant I should not love her ; 
There's plenty — men you call such, 
I suppose—she may discover 
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All her 0OI1I to, if she pleases, 
And yet leave much as she found them ; 

But Pm not so, and she knew it, 
When she fixed me, glancing round them. 

What, to fix me thus meant nothing ? 

But I can*t tell — ^there's my weakness — 
What her soul said — no ide can't soar 

About — heed to strew the bleakness 
Of some lone shore, with its pearl seed. 

That the sea feels — no strange yearning 
That such souls have— most to lavish 

Where there's chance of least returning. 
* « « « « 

Oh ! observe of course next moment 

The world's honors in derision. 
Trampled out the light for ever ; 

Never fear but there's provision 
Of the devil's to quench knowledge. 

Lest we walk the earth in rapture ! 
Making those who catch the secret 

Just so much more prize theur capture !'* 

Very mad, indeed, as a poet says — 

^'Tilburina in white satm, and her attendant in white muslm, 
I declare, upon my word, are not one half so puzzling!" 

Mr. Browning seems to be fond of vei-ses supposed to be writ- 
ten by madmen. Two other poems are of the same class, entitled 
"Mad House Cells." Mr. Coleridge laid himself open to Lord 
Byron*s sarcasm for writing verses on an ass, and drew from the 
splenetic poet 

" How well the subject suits his noble mmd, 
A feUow feeling makes us wondrous kbid !" 

We are quite certain he would not have spared the author of 
these "mad poems." 

What» however, will our readers say when we assure them that 
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Mr. Browning has written a poem of three hundred and twenty 
pages in the same unintelligible style ; it is composed in heroic coup- 
lets, and is altogether a perfect manrel. We haye before incidentally 
alluded to this as ahnost persuading Mr. Douglas Jerrold of his own 
idiocy, from his inability to comprehend two consecutive lines. 

An English writer endeavored to account for this terrible phe- 
nomenon by giving it as his opinion, that when the whole poem was 
set up, some unlucky or malignant printer's devil or compositor 
disturbed the type, taking care to leave the^lBnia|'v^ords unaltered. 
This is, so fiar as I can imagine, the only rational way for account- 
ing for the poem ; if, however, it should not be to, certainly the 
work is intended for a seventh sense, not yet vouchsafed to us. 

With regard to what appears to be most obscure in these 
''Lyrics,'* we should never lose sight of the fact that they are 
dramatic, for Mr. Browning's mind is so essentially " abstractedly 
dramatic," that this quality pervades every thing he writes. When 
you have studied the matter as though it were a puzzle, a problem, 
or a hieroglyphic, then maay beauties appear in bold relief; but, 
as we said before, a writer should not give his readers that trouble, 
but take it off their hands hunself, and render it clear to all. We 
might just as well write in stenography or Greek, and insist upon 
all learning either the system or the language. Mr. Jerrold once 
observed that Browning did worse than even that, viz. ** wrote 
Greek in short-kandJ* The originality of Browning appears often a 
distortion rather than a novelty ; a contradiction to the course of 
nature, a growing of the roots in the air ! and not in the earth ; an 
originality is nature in a new and legitimate form, and not a lusus 
naturae. 

We doubt if any reader ever enjoyed thoroughly the fine poem 
entitled ** France," till the whole had been explained to him. The 
argument is this : An orphan girl is brought up by an uncle whose 
two daughters are envious of their cousin's beauty and accomplish- 
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meats ; their jealousy reaches such a pitch that it prompts them to 
uige the betrothed knight of one of them to accuse the beautiful 
orphan of unchastity. They select the morning of the day when the 
object of their hatred is to be crowned Queen of the May. It must 
be borne in mind that the fair victim is relating to a female friend of 
hers this dreadful passage in her youthful days. We may as well 
put our readers in possession of all the story at once. The knight 
accuses her, as prompted by the cousins ; another knight, who se- 
cretly loved the beautiful orphan, gives him the lie ; they fight ; the 
traducer is killed — confessing, ere he dies, the plot, and the rescued 
beauty rewards the noble champion with her hand. When she is 
relating this, she has been a happy wife and mother for some years. 
The scene is laid in France. The poem commences in the following 
starthng manner : 

« Christ God, who savest man, save most 
Of men, Count Gismond, who saved me ! 
Count Gauthier, where he chose his post 

Chose time, and place and company 
To suit it ; where he struck at length 
My honor's face, 'twas with full strength." 

The fair orphan believes all love her ; especially her two cousins : 

« They too so beauteous, each a queen. 
By virtue of her brow and breast" 

The following stanza is a curious instance of Mr. Browning's 
wilfulness on the score of versification. 

" But no ; they let me laugh and sing 

My birth-day song quite through ; adjutt 

The last rose in my garland ; fling 
A last look in the mirror ; truMt 

My arm to each, an arm of theirs, 

And so descend the castle stairs. 
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And they could let me take niy state 

And foolish throne, amid applause 
Of all come there to celebrate 

My queen's day ; oh ! I think the cause 
Of much was ; they forgot no crowd 
Makes up for parents in their shroud. 

See Gismond's at the gate : in talk 
With his two boys : I can [uroceed ! — 

Well, at that moment, who should stalk 
Forth calmly (to my face indeed) 

But Gnuthier, and he thundered * Stay,' 

And all did stay ! * no crowns I say.' 

Bring torches ! wind the penance sheet 
About her! Let her shun the chaste, 

Or lay herself before their feet ! 
Shall she, whose body I embraced 

A night long, queen it in the day ! 

For honor's sake, no crowns, I say. 

I? what I answered? As I liye 
I never thought there was such thing 

As answer possible to give, 
What says the body when they spring 

Some monstrous torture engine's whole 

Strength on it? no more says the Soul ! 

Till out strode Gismond ! then I knew 

That I was saved! I never met 
His face before, but at first view 

I felt quite sure that God had set 
Himself to Satan : — ^who could spend 
A minute's mistrust on the end!" 

The next stanza is one of the finest in the whole range of po- 
etical pamting. 

" He strode to Gauthier : in his throat 

Gave him the lie, then struck his mouth 
With one back-handed blow that wrote 
In blood men's verdict there. — ^North, South, 
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East, West, I looked, The lie was dead 
And damned — and troth stood up instead. 

This ^ads me most — ^that I enjoyed 

The heart of the joy ; nor my content 
In watchmg Gismond was alloyed 

By any doubt of the event, 
God took that on him — me he bid 
Watoh Gismond for my part. / did ! 

Did I not watch him, while he let 

His armorer just brace his greaves, 
Rivet his hauberk, on the fret 

The while, his feet, my memory leaves 
No least stamp out, nor how anon 
He pulled his ringing gauntlets on.'* 

Mark, how graphically the whole scene is brought before the 
reader. The two last lines sound just like the gauntlets them- 
selves. No puling fine words ; bold, nervous Saxon !— every word 
a piece of the picture. 

« And e'en before the trumpet's sound 

Was finished ; there lay prone the knight. 
Prone as his lie upon the ground : 

My knight flew at him ! used no sleight 
Of the sword, but open breasted drove 
Cleaving till out the truth he dove. 

Which d<me he dragged him to my feet 

And said < Here die, but end thy breath 
In full confession, lest thou fleet 

From my first to Grod's second death ! 
Say, hast thou lied?' and < I have lied 
To God and her ' — he said and died ! 

Then Gismond, kneeling to me asked 
What safe my heart holds— though no word 

Could I repeat now — ^tho' I tasked 
My powera for ever — ^to a third 

Dear even as yon are: pass the rest. 

Until I sunk upon his breast 
4* 



82 BBITISH WRITERS. 



Over my head hisann he flung 

Agamst the worid ; and scarce I felt 
His sword, that dripped by me and swung, 

A little shifted in its belt, 
For he began to say the while 

How South our home lay many a mile. 

So 'mid the shouting multitude 

We two walked forth, to never more 
Return." 

Ab a proof that Mr. Browning is deficient in that necessary con- 
8tractiye faculty which enables a dramatist to preserve the identity 
of his character, we may adduce as an instance the following part 
of Pippa's soliloquy. Pippa is a poor factory girl 

"Day! 
Faster and more fast 
O'er night's brim day boils at last. 
Boils pure gold o'er the cloud capp'd brim 
Where spurting and supprest it lay — 
For not a froth flake touched the rim 
Of yonder gap in the solid gray, 
Of eastern cloud an hour away, 
But forth one wavelet then another curled. 
Till the whole sunrise not to be supprest 
Rose, reddened, and its seething breast • 
Flickered in bounds, grew gotd,'!then overflowed the worid." 

Certainly Pippa is no other than Robert Browning in petticoats. 
Her morning and evening hymn is also a singular piece of devo- 
tional metaphysics : 

" All service ranks the same with God, 
If now as formerly he trod 
Paradise, God's presence fills 
Our earth, and each but as God wills 
Can work — Grod's puppets best and worst. 
Are we: there is no last nor first. 

Say not a small event ! — ^why small 7 
Costs it more pain this thing ye' call 
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A great event shall come to pass 
Than that ? Untwine me, from the mass 
Of deeds that make up life, one deed 
Power shall fall short in or exceed!" 

Pippa is certainly a very singular young lady, and must be 
half sister to the lady described in Don Juan. 

** Her fieiyorite science was the metaphysical." 

We will indulge in another snatch of Pippa's : 

<* Overhead the tree tops meet-^ 
Flowers and grass spring 'neath one's feet, 
What are the voices birds 
Ay, and tests too, but words— oar words 
Only so much more sweet? 
That knowledge with my life begun ! — 
But £ had so near made out the sun ! 
Could count your stars — ^the seven over 
like the fingers of my hand — 
Nay could all but understand 
How and wherefore the moon rages. 
And just when out of her soft fifty changes, 
No unfamiliar face might overlook me — 
Suddenly God took me \" 

We have heard Mr. Browning frequently reply in answer to 
some of the critics who have accused him of an impracticable style, 
that he is as clear as any poet can be, wffo uses a new set of sym- 
bols ; he declares that he is weary of phoenixes, roses, lilies, and 
the old stock in trade, which with the aid of ten fingers, has ena- 
bled mere versifiers to inundate the reading world with a deluge of 
" verse and water." 

For instance, if Mr. Browning wishes to make a simile, and illus- 
trate redness, he will not take the rose, but select some out of the 
way flower equally red, but of whose name not one in a thousand 
has ever heard : this added to a style so condensed and clipt of all 
aids as to sometimes be unmtelligible, has sealed Mr, BtQ^froasb^^ 
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works to the many. It is indeed the shorthand of poetry. It re- 
quires the author or some duly qualified admirer to interpret it to the 
world. We feel sure it is a great ddect in an author when he re- 
quires '' an ezplanator." He should be able to converse with his 
reader without intennediate aid. He should sit face to face, flash- 
ing bright thoughts into the gazer's mind. 

We must not conclude our notice of Robert Browning without 
aUudmg to the exquisite spiritual grac^ and purity he has thrown 
around bis female characters. We confess that they all seem to 
belong to one fanuly, although brought up at dififer^it colleges, (for 
all his women are great metaphysicians,) still there is a purity and 
unselfishness about them which makes one wish that the world were 
peopled only with such divine creatures as Shakspere and Brown- 
ing's heroines are. 

Lamb once told a friend that he would any day marry, old as 
be was, if he could only " find one of Shakspere's women." The 
poet, logician, and metaphysician would, in like manner, look out 
for some Sordellian creature such as Mildred, Pippa, Anael, or one 
of her sister heroines. The purity of a poet's heart may frequently 
be tested by his ideal seraglio. We have only to refer to Byron, 
Shakspere and Browning, for . strong cases in support of our 
opinion. 

It would be unjust to Mr. Browning to give any specimen from 
his larger works ; they snould be read by themselves ; they do not 
abound in fine isolated passages, like most poets. All their beau- 
lies are so interwoven as to render extracts, to inform the reader, 
well nigh as absurd as to bring a brick as a specimen of the archi- 
tecture of any particular building. 

In November, 1846, Mr. Browning married Miss Barrett, the ce- 
lebrated poetess, and shortly after went to Florence, where he now 
remains. The conjugal union of the first poetess of the age with the 
author of Paracelsus is certainly an unparalleled event in the history 
of matiimonj, and a singular illustration of Shakspere's sonnet. 
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'* Let me not to the marriage of pure mindi 
Admit impediments." 

We are happy to add, that the first social production of these 
highly favored children of Apollo is a fine boy, bom in the sunny 
south. In person Browning is small, but well made and active ; very 
dark, with a Jewish cast of countenance ; has large black whiskers, 
which he cultivates under his chin ; his eyes are dark ; complexion 
almost approaching to sallow. However obscure in his writings, he 
is intelligible in his conversation ; and his dislike to brusqueri^ often 
borders on affectation and punctiliousness unworthy so true a poet. 
His marriage with Miss Barrett was the result of a short courtship ; 
their correspondence commenced in Greek, and doubtless in that 
language their love longings were expressed. 

Mr. Browning is very susceptible of criticism, although pretend- 
ing to a great contempt of it. He is a strong disbeliever in the genius 
of his contemporaries, and is as chary of his critical praise as Shaks- 
pere himself. The absurdity of some of his dedications is in strik- 
ing contort to this hesitation, as those to Talfourd, Barry Corn- 
well, <fec. abundantly testify. This is a contradiction in his nature 
we cannot easily explain, and most probably proceeds from that 
ialae courtesy which is, perhaps, his solitary blemish ; in other re- 
spects he is a gentleman and an undoubted poet. His political 
ininciples are republican. He is in his thirty-seventh year. 

Mr. Browning's writings are numerous. 

Pauline, 1832. Dramatic Lyrics. * 

Paracebiifl, .... 1833. The return of the Dmsefl. 

8traffi>rd, 1834 Blot in the 'Scutcheon. 

Sordello, 1843. Dramatic Romances. 

Pippa Passes. Columbe's Birth-day. 

King Victor and King Charles. Luria. 
The Soul's Tragedy. 

He has lately collected these in a new edition, comprised in two 
volumes, and we understand are about to be reprinted in America. 
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AND 



ARTHUR A. CLOUGH 



Thomas Burbidge and Arthur A. Clough are the last twm stars 
that have made their appearance as English poets; and like those of 
the Elizabethan age, they write together in one yolmne, which pre- 
sents a yery modest appearance, and is called ' Ambarvalia* Mr. 
Clough's portion comes first imder our notice ; we do not know 
why he prints all his lyrics without a title : to be sure, it allows his 
readers to exercise their ingenuity, each after his own fashion ; but 
at the same time, we think much of the force of what he has to 
say is lost on the public in general, who like to know by what 
name such and such a poem is called ; the grown men and women 
who do read poetry in these days do not like to be treated as boys 
at school who are learning arithmetic, and whose problems are on- 
ly solved in their tutor's key ; none of the great poets left their 
poems unnamed, and we do not see why we should not h^ve the au- 
thor's own help in reading what he has written ; we should like to 
see what Mr. Clough would have christened his first poem, being 
also the best, and which we think worth transcribing. 

<< The human spirits saw I on a day, 
Sitting and looking each a different way ; 
And hardly tasking, subtly questioning. 
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Another spirit went around the ring 
To each and each ; and as he ceased his lay, 
Each after each, I heard them nngly sing. 
Some quemloiisly high, some softly, sadly low, 

< We know not, — ^what avails to know? 
We know not, — ^wherefore need we knowf 
This answer gave they all onto his suing, 

< We know not, let ns do as we are doing.' 

Dost thou not know that these things only seem? — 

* I know not, let me dream my dream,' 
Are dost and ashes fit to make a treasure ? 

< £ know not, let me take my pleasure.' 

What shall avail the knowledge thou hast sought? 

* I know not, let me think my thought' 
What is the end of strife ? 

* I know not, let me live my life.' 

How many days or e'er thou mean'st to move? 

* I know not, let me love my love.' 
Were not things old once new ? 

* I know not, let me do as others do.' 
And when the rest were over past, 

< I know not, I will do my duty,' said the last. 

Thy duty do? rejomed the voice. 
Ah do it, do it, and rejoice ; 
But shalt thou then, when all is done. 
Enjoy a love, embrace a beauty 
Like these, that may be seen and won 
In life, whose course will then be run ; 
Or wilt thou be where there is none? 

* I know not, I will do my duty.' 

And taking up the word around, above, below. 
Some querulously high, some softly, sadly low, 

< We know not,' sang they all, < nor ever need we know ! 
We know not,' sang they, < what avails to know !' 
Whereat the questi<nimg iptrH, some short space, 
Though unabashed, stood quiet in his place. 

But as the echomg chorus died away 

And to their dreams the rest returned apace. 

By the <me spirit I saw him kneeliBg low, 
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And in a silvery whisper hoard him say ; 

* Truly thou know'st not, and thou needst not know ; 

Hope only, h<^ thoa» and belieTe alway ; 

I also know not, and I need not know» 

Only with questioningB pass I to and fino» 

Imbreeding doubt and seqitic melancholy ; 

Till that their draams desertingi they with me» 

Come all to this true ignorance and thee.' " 

This is sabjectiTe poetry, and not likely to become popular, 
though it may strike the heart of many a one to whom such 
thoughts are food, and food only that nourishes — ^it will " fit au- 
dience find, though few," and much in this litUe volume is of '' the 
same character," — ^it does not depend upon its dramatic interest — 
nor its passion — nor upon the music in which it comes wafted to 
our ear — and that there is a music in it, any one who takes up 
the volume may see, but the interest it excites lies entirely in the 
thought which lies enfolded in these bare, but not inharmonious 
words. Here for instance, 

*< Full oft concealed high meanmgs wo^ ; 
And, scorning ohserratMii, 
In gay unthinking guise will lurk 
A saintly tt^Nration ; 
• « • * 

• • • * 

As of itself, of otheis ao 
Vurecogniaed to seek 
Its aim content, and in the flow 
Of life aad ^[Mrttameek.** 

Sometimes, indeed, it shakes off its fetters and stffl speaks in mu- 
sic through the mere power of thought, as here^ 



* Aid can it b^ ye« ask me» thai a ] 
With tlie s4i«ag ana, the'euuHiig teuhies. 

Awl keettsstlbrethettght gifted, and wkhin, 
Iwigii^ «SMpeakaMe> the hngeriny echoes 
KfefpaMBfo ta tliastMl cuHiig vaioe 
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Of God most high,— flhould disregard all these* 
And half employ all these for such an aim 
As the light sympathy of successful wit, 
Vain titilation of a moment's praise ? 
Why, 80 is good no longer good, but crime 
Our truest, best advantage, since it lifts us 
Out of the stifling gas of men's opinion 
Into the vital atmosphere of truth, 
Where he again is visible, though in anger." 

The " Blank misgivings," &c. let us into the secret of the au- 
thor's own heart — ^from whence all poetry must spring — and if it 
has no other theme, it is so far ohjective ; moreover it shows no 
little hardihood in thus displaying itself, and engenders thus a 
more human interest than many a more glowing and ohjective 
poem would do. 

** The golden tide of opportunity," 

is a worthy comage, and will pass current and be appreciated 
wherever the language is understood — ^nor will there be a few who 
will not, with our author, regret he has let it slip through his fin- 
gers. The truth of our assertion, that the poetry lies inthe thought, 
is borne out by 

" Nor for thy neighbor, nor for thee. 
Be sure, was life designed to be ^ 

A draught of dull complaisancy." 

Our author reminds us of two great poets of our day, Ten- 
nyson and Emerson — ^neither of whom does he servilely copy, 
but he has a good deal of Tennyson'i music, with much of Emer- 
son's subtlety of thought — and this is no slight promise for a young 
poet — ^we don't know yet but that he may earn the laurel crown. 
We shall have 'something more to say of another poem, "The 
Bothie, <&;c." when we have introduced his fellow laborer in the 
same vineyard, his companion in 'this little volume. There is some- 
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thing very pleasant in this union— this joint effort, that recom- 
mends it to our minds very favorably. Mr. Burbidge's share is a 
Httle the longest, and is in ita nature the reverse of his compeer's ; 
it is objective, and we cannot give it any such praise as we have 
^ven Mr. Clough's, though he has taken care to name his poems. 
We miss the poetry, they are very good verses, but we have not the 
new and the true thought that peeps out of all Mr. Clough has 
done-— there are no 

* ^ " Jewels, fiTe-worcb-loo^, 

Which on the ontttretch'd finger of aQ time 
Sparkle for evei^— " 

no new comages to add to our cabinet of epithets — although he 
produces some that wiU not pass as current. As witness this 
simile, 

**AbI upon a promont of creation, 
Where o'erjeets the inexUtent void. 
Had stood to gaze, so gazed I from the pier ;" &c. 

We might have passed over "promont,'* for "promontory," 
but we cannot take as English " d'eryects" for " projecting over" — 
and we should certidnly be glad to know what " inexistent void,'* 
is!— 

Ketum we now to Mr. Clough, and his " Bothie of Toper-na-Fuo- 
»ch," as he calls it, "a long vacation pastoral," written in, of all the 
styles to English ears, the most inharmonious. We don't know any 
poem written in hexameters that is popular, except "Evangeline," by 
Longfellow ; that to be sure must be liked, and yet that same stoiy 
in heroic verse would have told with ten times more force on the pub- 
lic ear. Mr. Clough, as well as Professor Longfellow, has triumphed 
over this difiGiculty and in spite of the uncouth dress, the beauty 
within shines through, and glorifies it, yes, it may be believed, 
however incredulous the reader may be, that wit and harmony. 
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learning and humanily, poetry and philosophy, are all here dis- 
played in English hexameter verse. In fact we believe the above two 
mentioned poems are the only two readable ones in the language, 
and are the exceptions, to the rule, that, in our vernacular, this style 
IB the most disagreeable and puzzling that a poet could think of in 
which to exhibit his genius. Genius, ah ! what trammels will it not 
break — ^what obstacles will it not surmount — ^what lowly forms 
will it not exalt : — and what humble objects will it not irradiate 
with its glory — ^what is form to it ? it did not mar the Prometheus 
of JBschylus— bound as it was by the laws which the unities en- 
forced — ^within these bounds grew into life, never to die, (Edipus 
Colonseus — and springing out of and burstmg aU these bonds came 
the dramas of Shakspere. 

In fact, aU genius then most appears when the accidents of 
time, and form, and substance are disregarded — ^for it is none 
of these— any more than flesh and blood, and bone and sinew, 
constitute a man. Genius is the life of the poem, as much as 
the soul is the life of man. Empiricism believes that in rythm 
and rhyme the poem exists — ^that in form and color the picture is 
art, that ten texts of scripture culled from various chapters and 
paraphrased, and repeated with a garnish of gestures, constitute 
a sermon — ^that certain words and phrases which humble and pious 
men use charily, such as God, Christ, grace, love of God, and 
heaven and hell, constitute religion — and that going to church and 
paymg their debts, and keeping their hands from picking and 
stealing, is doing their duty to God and their neighbor; but 
genius and empiricism are wide as the poles asimder, and never 
did, can, or will coalesce— they are bom enemies, always at war, 
and although one sometimes has the advantage of the other, it 
must oome right in the end, if there is any truth in God's word 
— ^we English, who live amongst so much of empiricism, still 
belieye in ''the good time coming" — ^we stiU mourn that so 
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much of empiricism exists about us; and still more, when we 
see those our children who have cast off theur physical and 
bodily chains, so enslaved by mental ones: there only is free- 
dom where both mind and body are firee; whore convention- 
alities are despised, and the man or woman is intrinedcally valued* 
judge, then, our sorrow, when we see America as badly <^ as 
the old coimtry, when we find her aping Jber vices, her ostentar 
tion, her pride and her bigotry : but iiere also, as well as in aH 
Europe, "there is a good time coming.*' 

Mr. Glough has suggested these thoughts; he is a radical at 
heart, as all reformers are, as indeed all genius is — Shakspcare 
was less of a tory than many kings, dukes» lords and gcoitle- 
men think him : he says, " give every man what he deserves, 
and who shall escape the whipping;" Wordsworth, Moore and 
Tennyson, each enjoying tory pensions, are not less radical at 
heart : the latter says, _4 

'< Howe'er it be, it seems to me, 
'Tis only noble to be good, 
Kind hearts are more than coronets, 
And simple faith, than Nonnan blood." 

What do we mean by ** radical" but gcung to the root of the mat- 
ter ; and is not this where all reformers should begin ? the base of 
our house must be on a rock, or how can we expect the superstnio- 
tore to stand when the wind blows and the storm coipies I Mr. 
Clough's poem of *' The Bothie," ^. is an account of the rambles 
of a tutor and his pupils in the Highlands of Scotland during the 
vacation — ^how they shot, and walked, and bathed, and talked, and 
courted and danced, and argued on a variety of subjects ; mingled 
with descriptions of scenery, character, and the life they mingled in 
during their stay ; and how one who thus becomes the heto of the 
poem, wooed and won a sweet Highland damsel ; how they were 
married and finally shipped off to New Zealand, where they planted 
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themselves and grew apace in numbers and in wealth ; and thus 
ends the poem, of which now we •will give a few extracts. 

<' Often I find myielf faying, and know not myielf as I say it, 
What of the poor and the weary? their labor and pam is needed. 

' Perish the poor and the weary ! what can they better than perish. 
Perish in labor finr her, who is worth the destruction of empires? 
What ! for a mite, or a mote, an impalpable odour of honor. 
Armies shall bleed ; cities bum ; and the soldiers, red from the storming, 
Garry hot rancour and lust into chambers of mothers and daughters: 
What ! would ourselves for the cause of an hour encounter the battles. 
Slay and be slain , lie rotting in hospitals, hulk and prison ; 
Die 88 a dog dies ; die secure that to uttermost ages 
Not one ray shall illumine our midnight of shame and dishonor, 
Yea, tin in silence the fingers stand still on the world's great dial ; 
Fathers and mothers, the gentle, and good of unborn generations, 
Shall to theb little ones point out our names for their loathmg and horror. 
Yea? and sh&ll hodmen in beer shops complain of a glory denied them, 
Which could not ever be theirs, more than now it is theirs as spectators ? 
Which could not be, in all earth, if it were not for labor of hodmen? 

Only think, I had danced with her twice and did remember 

I was as one that sleeps on the railway ; who, dreaming 

Hears through his dream the name of his home shouted out ; hears and 

hears not — 
Faint, and louder again, and less kmd, dying in distance ; 
Dimly conscious, with something of an inward debate and choice, and 
Sense of claim and reality present, relapses 

Nevertheless, and continues the dream and the fancy, while forward 
Swiftly, remorseless, the car presses on, he knows not whither. 
»»»*« «*» 

Handsome who handsome is, who handsome does is more so ; 
Pretty is all, very pretty, it is prettier far to be useful. 
No fair lady Maria, I say not that ; but I will say, 
Stately is service accepted, but lovelier is service rendered, 
Interchange of service the law and condition of beauty ; 
Any way beautiful, only to be the thing one is meant for. 

« * « * * * » 

No, I feel much more as if I, as well as you, were. 
Somewhere a leaf on the one great tree, that up from old time 
Growing, contains in itself the whole of the virtue and life of 
By-gone days, drawing now to itself all kmdreds and nations. 
And must have for itself the whole world for its root and branches. 
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»^» * » * * • 

Plants are some for fruit, and some, for flowering only ; 
Let there be deer in parks, as well as kine in paddocks, 
Grecian buildings upon the earth, as well as gothic. 
There may be men, peiiiaps, whose vocation it is to be idle, 
Idle, sumptuous even, luxurious, if it may be ; 
Only let each man seek to be that for -which Nature meant him ; 
Independent surely of pleasure, if not regardless, 
Independent also of station, as of enjoyment, 

Do his duty in that state of life to which God, not man, should call him. 
If you were meant to plough, lord marquis, out with you, and do it ; 
If you were meant to be idle, O beggar, behold I will feed thee ; 
Take my puxie ; you have far better right to it« friend, than the marquis." 

It is a pleasure to know that this poem of the Bothia, &c. was 
reprinted at Boston almost before the sheets were dry in England ; 
it argues an increase of the perceptive faculty which* is very grati- 
fying to behold in a people so thoroughly utilitarian, and so fond of 
the dollar. We are sorry to add that we cannot give our readers 
any particular information regarding the author, further than that 
he is a Fellow of Lincoln's Lm. But we fancy we have given the 
most interesting part of his biography in exhibiting some specimens 
of the fruits of his genius — at least we think this will satisfy most 
of our readers for the present. 
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Thomas Southwood Smith, one of the most enlightened philo- 
sophers, and most skilful of physicians, is only now beginning to 
receive his due share of public estimation. For many a long year 
he was content to work on, without any recognition from the many, 
that he was laboring for their good ; this happens to every philan- 
thropist, more or less ; and numbers go to the grave, exhausted by 
the great christian work, in poverty and neglect; but it some- 
times happens, that the world is shamed into a reluctant acknow- 
ledgment of the debt it owes to the unselfish benefactor of his 
species ; this is the case with the benevolent author of the " Di^ne 
Government,'* who 19 now reaping the harvest of his labor and self- 
denial. It is not, however, only in his public capacity, as philan- 
thropist, that he is to be respected and loved. His life is consis- 
tent, and hb good offices are always at the disposal of his friends. 
The day that sees him working at a public meeting for the benefit 
of the million, beholds him cheering the poor sick scholar in his 
lonely chamber, and bringing not only health by his professional 
talents, but also peace of mind by his advice and assistance. Emi- 
nently practical in his views, he is not content with pointing out the 
way, he helps the traveller on his errand ; he is large-handed as 
well as large-hearted; and the perusal of his writings brings us to 
the conclusion that he is large-headed too : this is the summing up 
of a true man, but it belongs only to the Alfred's and the Wash- 
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ington*s of our race : on the tomb of few men truly can the epi- 
taph of "large-hearted, large-headed and large-handed" be en- 
graven, so that the millions who read it might feel its tmih. 

Dr. Smith is not a physician only in the sense of drugs and 
compounds, he is a student on a wider range than the Royal Col- 
lege contemplates when it hands over the magic diploma; he 
rightly considers that a man* who deals with so precious a treasure 
as life, and handles so mysterious a machinery as the human 
frame, (so fearfully and wonderfully made !) should not approach it 
without due preparation ; and he therefore devoted himfielf to tkose 
subsidiary branches of human science which throw so much light 
on the organs and mechanism of man : this naturally led him still 
farther to extend his views ; for when he beheld how beneficently 
the Creator works in all his physical appliances ; when he knew that 
God had given fragrance to the flower, beauty to sight, music to 
the ear, and made the nerves so tremblingly alive to all the plea- 
surable sensations of existence; when he saw that the corporeal 
part of man, so soon destmed to perish, was so admirably framed 
for enjoyment^ and so lavishly and minutely endowed ; the conclu- 
sion was forced upon him, that the same Almighty Being, in whom 
there is no variableness nor shadow of tummg, " would not contra- 
dict his own system by creating a moral anomaly, nor call into 
hemg that wonderful essence, the soul of mad, merely to work 
out the unaccountable doctrines of Human Theology. That beau- 
tiful work called "The Divine Government," was the result of 
these investigations and deliberations ; this he composed during the 
intervals of his college studies in 1814, and it at once established 
his reputation as a profound and eloquent writer. The angular 
clearness of its style, the fervency of its tone, and the hopeful 
patient spirit breathing through it, renders this one of the most 
cheering volumes we have ever read. 

Byron, Moore and Crabbe have registered their admiration. 
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and Mr. Wordsworth in a letter says : " The view Dr. Smith takes 
b 80 consonant with the ideas we entertain of Divine Goodness, 
that were it not for some scriptural difficulties, I should give this 
book my unqualified approhation." The argument is, that it seems 
probable/ judging by analogy, that pain is a correcting process, 
whether physical, mental, or spiritual ; and that the whole human 
race wiU be finally saved. As we do not intend rushing into the 
ibrlndden grounds of polemics, we merely state the subject under 
discussion, and pass on to the consideration of his other writings. 

After the completion of his medical terms, Dr. Southwood 
Smith spent several years in the practice of his profession in the 
West of England, where he married. On the death of his wife he 
came to London with his two young daughters, and attached him- 
aelf to one of the metropolitan hospitals. 

He was soon after appointed physician to the London Fever 
Hosptal, which distinction he retains. He employed his leisure in 
the composition of a *' Treatise on Fever," which at once took its 
position as a standard medical work. He was interrupted in his 
labors by two severe attacks of that insidious disease which he had 
been investigating, and on both occasions his life was despaired of. 

On his restoration to health, he assisted in the formation of the 
" Westminster Review," and wrote the article on Bentham's Sys- 
tem of Education in the first number. To this liberal minded Review 
he became a regular contributor; and it was his papers on the ana- 
tomical schools which brought the abuses of the old system of sur- 
gery so prominently before the public. He has reprinted the main 
part of these articles under the title of " The use of the dead to the 
living." In this pamphlet he points out, with his accustomed force, 
the necessity of having models to study, and the injustice and wick- 
edness of compelling the medical student to have recourse to that 
revolting class of functionaries, the resurrection men. To each 
member of the two houses of legblatuxe a co^^ ol ^9(ss^^^i<.^^ir«& 

5 
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sent, and it is well known to have prepared the way for the pass- 
ing of the present law, which has extinguished the horrible traffic 
alluded to. 

Emboldened by his success in removing this evil, Dr. Smith 
turned his attention to the subject of Quarantine, and endeavored 
to obtain a revision of the present regulations, which are consi- 
dered by the best authorities to be not only futile, but actually cal- 
culated to spread the evil they pretend to arrest. As all progression 
is a work of time, more or less, we may hope to see this relic of 
the ignorance and superstition of the earlier times finally swept 
away. 

His next scientific labors were some articles he wrote on phy- 
siology and medicine for the '' Cyclopaedia," and soon after he 
furnished his celebrated treatise on ** Animal Physiology " to the 
Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge. 

The success of this work suggested the idea of treating the 
subject in a still more comprehensive manner, and in 1834 ap- 
peared the first volume of "The Philosophy of Health." Three 
years afterwards the second appeared, and, so far as it has gone, 
it presents the completest series of general rules for health hi- 
therto published. It begins by explaining the substances of which 
the body is composed, describes the organs and their various func- 
tions, deducing from them the laws which nature evidently declares. 
This is made the basis of a loftier philosophy, which, rising from 
the physical, proceeds to unfold the mental ; and on the mental, 
builds the grand moral nature of man. 

The style is characterized by Dr. Smith's usual force and .sim- 
plicity, and succeeds in conveying to the reader's mind a clear idea 
of operations generally diflficult to explain. We would particularly 
challenge attention to the masterly chapter on sensation ; the ex- 
quisitely complex organization by which that peculiar function of 
Ihe animal machine is produced, is a triumph of felicitous exposi- 
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lion. Even tbe common, and to us apparently unnecessary state 
called pain, seems suddenly invested with a mission indispensable 
to the safety of the body ; in short, a perfect knowledge of the sub- 
ject is evinctd, and t&is is communicated to all in the simplest, and 
yet the most graceful of forms. Health becomes a beauty, as well 
as a strength and a necessity; and the prosaic and commonplace pro- 
cesses of animal nature, are endowed with an interest and poetry 
hitherto considered incompatable with science. 

It was about this time that Dr. Smith delivered his celebrated 
lecture over the dead body of Jeremy Bentham ; he had long been 
the disciple and physician of that great philosopher, and attended 
him in his last illness. A characteristic anecdote is related by him 
of the expiring philanthropist. 

During his last illness he asked his medical attendant to tell 
him candidly if there was any prospect of his recovery. On being 
informed that nature was too exhausted to allow of such a hope, 
he said, with his usual serenity, " Very well, be it so ; then mini' 
raise pain !" 

In order to show the world his superiority to the common preju- 
dices of mankind, he left, by will, his body to Dr. Smith for anatomi- 
cal purposes, and requested that after dissection his skeleton should 
be preserved. His friend fulfilled his desire, and there, in the Doc- 
tor's house, in 38 Finsbury Square, (curiously enough formerly the 
residence of Dr. Birkbeck, part of whose family still reside in it,) 
is to be seen in a large mahogany case, with a glass front, the ve- 
nerable Bentham, sitting as tRough alive, in a suit of his own 
clothes, and with his veritable ash stick in his hand. An attempt 
was made to preserve the head and face, but the expression of the 
countenance being very painful, a mask of wax (an admirable like- 
ness) was made, and put over the " grinning face of death !" 

The doctor dehvered a lecture over the dead body of his friend 
in the Webb-street School of Anatomy, on 3\xT«i ^^A^^"^- "Ywst^* 
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oa the dissecting table, lay the frame of that acute and benevolent 
man ; before it stood the lecturer, pale as the corpse, yet self-pos- 
sessed and reverent ; around were seated most of the disciples and 
friends of the deceased; during the address *there was a violent 
thunderstorm, which threw an indescribable awe over the whole 
scene ; every now and then the countenances of the dead and the 
living were Ht up with the flashes of hghtning ; still the speaker 
proceeded, interrupted now and then by the thunder era^, until 
at length it died away, and seemed to give up quiet possession to 
the lecturer's voice. In this address was given a briefs but elo- 
quent abstract of the life and writings of Jeremy Bentham. 

In 1837 Dr. Smith was made, by the government, (Hie (^ the 
Commissioners to inquire into the condition of the poor ; his dis- 
tricts were Whitechapel and Bethnal Green, which he inspected 
with his usual fidelity. His report presents a frightful aspect of 
the condition of the lower orders of working classes in England. 
He here demonstrates the disease, suffering and death, generated 
by the impure exhalation constantly arising from the undrained and 
uncleansed localities around. ** Truly," says he, " this place may 
be called a great manufactory of death ! Nature, with her burning 
sun, her stilled and pent up wind, her stagnant and teeming marsh, 
manufactures plagues on a large and fearful scale ; poverty in her 
hut, covered with her rags, surrounded with her filth, striving* iivith 
all her might to keep out the pure air, and to increase the heat — 
imitates nature too successfully ; the pfocess and the product are 
the same, the only difference is in thfe magnitude of the result." 

Dr. Smith has the satisfaction of knowing that his perilous un- 
dertaking has been rewarded by the improved state of the distiicts 
alluded to; the Parliament passed in 1841 the ''Drainage Bill," 
which, in a few years will render fever as rare as the nature of 
things, will allow. Lord Normanby, in introducing the bill, paid 
A handsome tribute to the unselfish labors of the unwearied and 
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unoatentatknis physiciaiL It is to the exertions of such men as Dt. 
Smith that out of the ** mouths of lords " proceed the right voice. 
Lord Ellenborough said on the debate in question, '' It is idle, mj 
lords, to build churches, to erect schoolhouses, and to employ cler- 
gymen and schoolmasters, if we do no more. Our first object 
should be to improve the physical condition of the poor laborer, 
to place him in a position in which he can acquire self-respect ; 
above all things to give him a home.'' 

Formerly a church was the cure for all diseases and miseries : 
were the people m rags, the English legislators voted a church ! 
were they starving, build another church ! were they decimated by 
fever, build another church ! It was the quack medicine of the time ; 
a church is a necessary thing in its way, but it is more the neces- 
sity of a result than of a cause ; it is the offspring of comfort, and 
not of squallidness. Heaven bless the brave bold hearts, who at 
the risk of calunmj and death have stormed the stronghold of that 
dehiuon. 

As a spedmen of Dr. Smith's style, we shall quote a passage 
exhibiting the wretchedness resulting from defective draimng and 
ventilation. We shall be serving a double end in this matter, for 
what American or Englishman can read it without feelmg that its 
words are words of solemn warning to all : 

" The result is the same as if twenty or thirty thousand of these people were 
auraally taken out of their wretched dwellings and put to death, the actual 
fact being that they are allowed to remain m them and die. I am now speak- 
ing of what silently but surely takes place every year in the metropolis alone^ 
and do not include m this estimate the numbers that perish from these causes 
in the other great cities and m the towns and villages of the kmgdom. It has 
been stated that the annual slaughter in England and Wales from preventible 
causes, of typhus fever, which attacks persons in the vigor of life, is double the 
amount of what was suffered by the allied armies in the battle of Waterloo. 
Tills is no exaggerated statement, and this great battle against our people is 
every year fought and won, and yet few take account of it ; partly for the very 
I that it takes place every year. However appallmg the picture presented 
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to the mind by this statement, it may be justly regarded as a literal t 
of the truth. I am myself convinced, from what I constantly see of the ravages 
of this disease, that this mode of puttmg the result does not give an exaggerated 
expression of it Indeed the most appalling expression of it would be the mere 
cold statement of it in figures.*' 

He then goes on to urge the necessity of legislative measiires : 

'< No government can prevent the existence of poverty ; no benevolenee can 
reach the evils of extreme poverty under the circumstances which at present 
universally accompany it ; but there is ground of hope and encouragement in 
the thought that the most painful and debasing of those circumstances are ad- 
ventitious, and form no necessary and inevitable part of the condition of that 
large class of every community which must earn their daily bread by their 
manual labor. These adventitious circumstances constitute the hardest part of 
the lot of the poor ; and these, as I have just said, are capable of bemg pre- 
vented to a very large extent. The labors of a single individual, I mean the 
illustrious Howard, have at length succeeded in removing exactly similar evils, 
though somewhat more concentrated and intense, from our prisons. They are 
at least equally capable of being removed from the dwelling houses and work 
places of the people. Here there is a field of beneficent labor which fall legiti- 
mately within the scope of the legislator, and which is equally within that of 
the philanthropist, affitrding a conmion ground beyond the arena of party strife, 
by the culture of which all parties may unite with the absolute certamty that 
they cannot thus labor without producing some good result, and that the good 
produced, whatever may be its amount, must be unmixed good." 

The publication of this report has done more to ameliorate the 
condition of the lower orders than any effort made of late years ; 
it brought this inquiry permanently before the public, and shamed 
government into action. 

Dr. Smith's next labor of love was to found an institiitioii 
called the Sanatorium, in which the Club system was brought to 
bear, to provide a home for the middle classes during sickness. Here 
they were to be nursed, dieted, watched, and have the ablest me- 
dical attendance of the time. The principle was a small annual 
subscription and an additional weekly sum during illness. It was 
opened in March, 1842, at Devonshire Place House, and struggled 
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for tbree or four years ^th that apathy with which the middle 
classes always regard the efforts made for their good hy others. 
It seems, as though, with the false pride and bad taste which uni- 
versally belongs to that peculiar class, they resented any attempt 
to rescue them from those contingencies to which we are all liable. 
This experiment involyed the loss of a considerable sum of money, 
part of which was defrayed by the Committee, and part b^ the 
profits of some theatrical exhibitions, in which Dickens, Jerrold, Fors- 
ter, and the " Punch " contributors were the chief actors. 

Dr. Smith is now one of the London Board of Health, and is 
devoting his energies to the good of his fellow-creatures. He has 
deliberately sacrificed a large private practice, that he may "work 
for the million instead of the few." 

To quote a line from Goldsmith, he does not 

<< Gire up to private practice what was meant for mankind.** < 

Dr. Smith, in social life, is benevolent, gentle, and consistent. 
• Beloved by his friends, he enjoys, with peculiar reKsh, the quiet of 
rural delights ; the most pleasant and intellectual hours we have 
enjoyed have been with him, wandering after the labors of the day 
in the fields and woods about Highgate, and speculating on the 
ulterior destination of man. Dr. Smith believes in the immortality 
of our identity, and, although a Unitarian, uniformly speaks of our 
Saviour as a Divine Being ; in support of this opinion, taking his 
conversation as being no evidence to the public, we refer to his 
** Divine Oovemment." 

His conversation is singularly clear, and although slow, and 
somewhat hesitating in his speech, the words might be taken down 
fix)m his mouth as uttered, and sent to the printer's without^ cor- 
rection. He reads with peculiar force and discrimination. One of 
his efforts we particularly remember ; it was the greater part of 
*' Comus," one fine May day, in the woods near Loughton— the 
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only accompaniment to the poetry of Milton being the singing of 
birds and the rustling of trees. 

Dr. Smith has two daughters by his first wife, and a son by 
his second marriage ; the latter union was not fortunate; the dissen- 
tients had, however, the good taste to separate amicably, and pre- 
serve for each other a mutual respect, although the incompaiibility 
of their tempers prevented their Uving together in a state oi do- 
mestic happiness. ^ 

In person he is short, and somewhat thickly made; but bis 
head is very fine, and has a striking resemblance to Napoleon's. 
His eyes are gray, and deeply set — ^his brow massive and lofty. 
He .is passionately fond of music and poetry. He occasionally 
preaches in Finsbury Chapel. He is approaching his sixtieth year, 
and from his temperate habits and strong constitution, seems likely 
to have a long life to benefit mankind by his labors. It is some- 
*what surprising that there is no reprint of his* works in America. 



COVENTRY PATMORE. 



One evening at Mr. Moxon's, the publisher, some six years ago, 
a number of poets and writers were gathered together, canvassing 
the literary news. The "Poet of Publishers, and the Publisher of 
the Poets," handed to them some of the proof sheets of a volume 
which he was about to give to the public. 

It was read by one of the company present, and so well read, 
that it was the opinion of most present, that a great poet was about 
to rise upon the world. This volume was Coventry Patmore's. It 
appeared, and, although evidencing many gleams of poetical senti- 
ment and felicitous language, was considered a promise rather than 
a performance. 

Since then we have heard nothing of the young bard; we must 
therefore consider him by his solitary volume of one hundred and 
fifty pages. 

The longest poems are those entitled. The River, Julien, The 
Woodman's Daughter, and Sir Hubert ; the latter taken from Boc- 
caccio. 

The first poem commences with so fine a stanza that it adds to 
the disappointment of the reader as he progresses. 

" It is a venerable place. 
An old ancestral gronnd. 
So wide, the rainbow wholly stands 

Within its lordly bound, 
And all about that large expanse, 
A river runneth round." 
6* 
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The third and fourth lines are very bold and expresdve. 

" Upon a rise, where single oaks 
And clumps of beeches tall, 

Drip pleasantly their shade beneath. 
Half hidden 'midst them all, 

Resteth in quiet dignity 
An ancient manor hall. 

Around its many gable ends 
The swallows wheel their flight. 

Its huge fantastic weather vanes 
Look happy in the light 

Its warm face through the foliage gleams, 
A comfortable sight 

The ivied turrets seem to love 

The murmer of the bees 
And thoj^gh this manor hall hath seen 

The snow of centuries, 
How freshly still it stands amid 

Its wealth of swelling trees. 

4t * • « 

Look where the merry butterflies 
Float beside yonder tower: 

There amid starry jessamine, 
And clasping passion flower. 

The lady of this peaceful place 
Is seated in her bower. 

* » » » 

The lady loves the pale Witchaire, 
Who loves too much to sue. 

He came this morning hurriedly. 
Then out her young blood flew. 

But he talked of common things, and so 
Her eyes are steeped in dew !" 



The lady after a time promises to wed another, under the im- 
pression that Witchaire (what a name !) does not love her. The 
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marriage takes place ! while the guest are toasting the bride and 
brid^oom. 

** In the sileiit park a figure stands 

That's darker than the night— Witchaire, 
Leaning against an aged tree, 
By thunder stricken bare ! — 

He mindeth neither warmth nor cold, ' 
Nor marketh he the dull moonshine, 

And yet he crieth. Chill, oh Chill, 
Is this lonely heart of mine. 

And yet he crieth " Mysery,"^ 
Cold is the dull moonshine. 

The moonshine shineth in his eye. 

From which no tear doth fall ; 
Full of vacuity as death 

Its slaty, parched ball-=- 
Fixedly, though expressionless 

Gleams on the distant hall ! 

Thence tinged by colossal fingers quaint 

Of nun and saint devout, 
Broad bars of red and purple light 

Stand in the mist without. 
Mournfully through the muffled air, 

Cdmeth the laughter shout" 

It is amusing to remark in this the confused jumble of Tennyson^ 
Coleridge and Keats ! — 

** Ilis forehead cleareth suddenly ! — 

Some thoQ^t brings pleasant.balm, 

He straighteneth up, and now he stands 
Great as any palm. 

Hath he some soothing plan of life 7 
No-— for he looks too calm !" 

The two last lines are well thrown out to indicate the difference 
between the repose of hope and the calm of despair 
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« He tumeth from the bridal hall ; 

His bare breast scarcely heaves, 
He paceth towards the gloomy woods, 

Through which he breaks and cleaves. 
His measm^ footfall dies away 

Upon the withered leaves." 

Then follows six stanzas of sickly description of the moon and 
stars — ^we give one stanza to justify our remark : 

« The weak stars swoon : the jagged moon 

Is lost in the cloudy air ; 
No thought of light ! save where the wave 

Sporteth a fitful glare. 
The world in breathless impotence 

Seems choking with nightmare." 

It is a perilous thing for a yo\mg poet to mimic Coleridge : let 
US show the reader the passage, which, from the force of contrast, 
seems to have suggested the <' swooning stars/' <fec. 

" Amid the jagged shadows 
Of many leafless boughs. 
Kneeling in the moonlight, 
To make her gentle vows." 

Cbristahel. 

To return to Mr. Patmore. He says again, in the next stanza, 

** The stars, through tracks in the absolute black 
Roll like a drunken rout !" 

** Some figure stands beside the bridge ; you see 
The pale cheeks in the dark." 

* * • « 

" A plunge — a thin hand through the froth." 

" The turmoils o'er — ^the waves once more 
Resume their silent swell." 

It is Witchaire and not the faithless lady whp has tried th^ 
Water Cure " for sorrow. 
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A year after the. ladj walks out in spring to enjoy her park ; 
she is reconciled to her lot, and has forgotten her suicide lover. It 
does not appear, however, that she was ever aware of his rashness, 
for, alas ! there was no " Humane Society " to drag for the body, 
and it doubtless was never found. 

The poem concludes in the following singular manner, after 
describiiig the spring, 4c. 

<* I^ this pweet time the lady walks. 

Beside the gentle stream ; 
She marks the waters and along 

Beneath the sunset gleam ; 
And a douhtful influence nevertheleos, 

Like memory of a dream !" 

The word " the, " would have amadngly strengthened this line, 
but young poets like ellipses. 

« Her pulses throh more palpably, 

Her spirits dit>op and fail, 
As they did that wept when the bridegroom thought 

He saw her dead and pale.' 
He knoweth not what moveth her, 

The stream hath told no tale. 

She passeth on, how still the earth, 

And all the air above ; 
Here where of late the screechowl shrieked 

Broodeth the quiet dove. 
And the river, through the ivy'd bridge, 

Flows calm as household love !" 

The faults in the construction and execution of this poem are 
too apparent to need pointing out; still we hold there is & promise, 
and we hope Mr. Patmore will give us an opportunity of judging 
his perfarmanee in another and riper volume. The first book of a 
young poet is generally the trying of his pen — ^the mere tuning of his 
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instniment; and as lie has giy^i iiotes (^ beanfy in this rdieonal, we 
trust, lie will not lay his harp down after having strong it. 

The ''Woodman's Daughter" is hett^ in ezecnti(Mi, but the 
subject Is unpleasant : it turns upon the seduction of a poor girl 
by the squire's son, who had known her from a child. These themes 
are better left alone : poetry is meant to delight all; not to read in 
holes and comers. The old dramatists and poets have dealt in the 
disagreeable and revolting ; let modem writers select thoee which 
elevate as well as stir ; the painful matter la not redeemed by the 
manner in which it is treated; and at times there are asterisks placed 
which means either that the poet was not equal to the theme, and 
so broke down or skipped it, or else that the thing to be described 
being improper and indelicate, he left it to the reader's imagination. 

« But Berton's thoogfats were leas confiised ; 

' What? I wrong oogfat so good T 
Beside, the danger that k seen 

Is easily withstood ; 
Then load — < The son is very warm,' 
-And they walked into the wood l" 

Then follow Mr. Patmore's mysterious but very significant *' as- 
terisks." 

Her shame is soon apparent. She drowns the evidence of her 
guilt and goes mad ! • 

From this let us turn to a very pretty little bit of musical af- 
fectation. 

TO A FLIRT. 

** *Ti8 fine, I vow, to see you now. 

All men to yoor beauty bow ; 

Fine to hear you, night and day. 

Whispering happy hearts away. 

Cheating age, and cheating youth, 
- With a well shammed show of truth. « 
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To some, it will be finer still, 
Seeing.you descend the hill, 
Careless lovers dropping off, 
Scoflfed at, where you used to scofi^ 
Cause to some for triumph yet. 
If 'twere not so for regret ! — 

But finer much 'twill, be to such, 
Watching you in time's fell clutch: 
Dead to losses: dead to gains: 
Dead to pleasures : dead to pains : 
Fearing still to part with breath. 
Dead to every thing but death !" 



The poem of " Lilian " is a female comiterpart to " Lockesley 
HaU," we shall pass it oyer with the quotation of a few stanzas — 

" O Heaven, then can I no where 
Plant my hope, but there advance 
These literary panders 
Of that mighty brothel, France !" 

The bad taste and coarseness of this are perfect ! — To take the 
unpleasant flavor off the readers mmd we shall give hun one of 
the last verses in the poem. 

**She loved: words, all things told it: eye to eye, and palm to palm: 
As the pause upon the ceasing of a thousand voiced psalm. 
Was the mighty satisfaction, and the full eternal cahn. 



This still and saintlike beauty, and a difference between 

Our years, she remembered twenty, mine were scarcely then eighteen, 

Made my love the blind idolatry wh ich it could not else have been." 

The son of an old friend of her father's comes on a visit to 
Lilian, the ''Saintlike beauty" — He comes : his name is "V^ton : 
when they met the lover felt a horror run through him, a piresenti- 
ment of evil. He is thus described by his rival : 
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*< He had learnt in well taught boyhood, under quick and wary eyes. 
Doctrines, a sharp mind led him first to doubt, and then despise, 
Better to be greatly foolish, than to be so little wise !" 

Without entering into the philosophy of this line, which is a 
kind of. 

** A little leammg is a dangerous thing," 

there is a boldness in Patmore's expression, which convinces us 
there is material in him worthy of cultiyation. 

His attractive manners attach the lover as well as Lilian. The 
next stanza I quote for the critical investigation of the ladies. 

" For when he uttered common things, and clear to ngfat, 
He looked at you so intently, you hardly thought them trite, 
A trick of serious manners, wherein women much delight" 

Being ten years older than the lover (and two years older 
than the lady) the youthful admirer was flattered by bis friendship. 

The " Saintlike Lilian " begins to love the Infidel Winton, cor- 
rupted by that mighty brothel France. 

<^0 friend, if you had seen her, heard her speaking, felt her grace, 
When serious looks seemed filling with the smiles, which in a space 
Broke sweet as Sabbath sunshine, and lit up her shady face.' 

The next verse is funny : — it comes in the midst of a great 
thunderstorm of indignation against bis '' Samtlike Lilian,' 

" Remember states of living ended ere we left the womb. 
And see an awful something fiashing to us from the tomb : — 
The zodiac light of new states, dashed tremendously with gloom !** 

A tremendous dash truly. 

Winton and his youthful lover are riding out — ^they meet an 
acquaintance of Wmton's : they stop— 

« So I've heard your suit's successful ? truly stuff for a romance 
After your favorite fashion : But, ah, ha ! ahould Percy ehanoe-^- 
< Nay — Percy's here,' said Winton, pointing towards me with a gli 
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" The murder's out " — Percy, for so for the first time we hear 
bis mime — ^resolves to question Lilian. 
He demands an answer — 

" She heard me : saw how surely my convictions now were built, 
She stood at bay, depending on that crutch made like a stilt, 
The impudent vulgarity wherewith women outstare guilt." 

This is very hard upon the " Saintlike Lilian." It never seems 
this lad of eighteen*^^ had been accepted by the woman of twenty-six ! 
a true poet never commits these " startling ignorances." Her re- 
ply is masterly — 

'* By what right is it (said she) you are here to question me? 
There make your wide inducement, which acknowledges the plea 
Of common love now cancelled ? — truly, sir, the times are free 
When ladies must not venture in appearance to requite 
Some foolish bbys first passion, for their own or his delight, 
Lest he, a man, hatch insult, pleading perhaps, his < wrong' his right !" 

It appears that Winto n had corrupted the heart of Lilian by 
lending her French Romances ! — well, Percy and Lilian separate : 
we are left in the dark as to whether Winton marries her or not. 
After two years Percy tells his friend the whole history of his unfor- 
tunate " calf love." There are good verses in the poem, but too 
many of the stanzas are broken and disjointed, like Mr. Browning's 
" Sordello." It is therefore as diflficult at times to read as a sen- 
tence of Properties to a school-boy, who has first to find the no- 
minative case in order to get at the verb : but Mr. Patmore is not 
thirty ; he has time yet to be an ornament to English poetry ;— 
let him try : above all, let him take our remarks in a good earnest 
spirit, and believe us when we say that had there been no promise 
in him, we should not have given him a place in this volume. We 
bid good bye to Mr. Patmore, by giving the reader a specimen of 
his powers as a sonnet writer. 
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SONNET III. 



" At nine years old I was love's willing page : 
Poets love earlier than other men, 
And would love later, but for the prodigal pen, 
< Oh !' wherefore hast thou, Love, ceased to enga^^ 
Thy servitor, found true in every stage 
Of all the eleven springs gone by since then? 
Vain quest — and I no more love's denizen. 
Sought the pure leisure of the Golden Age, 
But lately wandering from the world apart. 
Chance brought me where, before her quiet rest, 
A village girl was standing, without art. 
My soul sprang up from its lethargic rest. 
The slack veins tightened all across my heart, 
And love once more was aching in my breast." 



ALFRED DOMETT. 



Alfred Domett was bom in the neighborhood of London^ about 
the year 1812, and, after a classical education completed at St. 
John's, Cambridge, was destined to the Chancery Bar. The dry 
study of the law was, however, not his vocation. He trifled with 
Coke upon Littleton, but devoui-ed Spenser and Tasso. In 1833 he 
published a volume of poems, wherein, amid much' that is school- 
boyish and commonplace, we find many indications of a true poeti- 
cal genius. Some years later appeared a poem entitled " Venice," 
which, to our great disappointment, we have not been able to pro- 
cure in this country. This was considered by some of the best cri- 
tics of the day to be a work full of beauty and promise ; and we 
have a perfect recollection of reading it with the author of " Sor- 
dello,** who pronounced it one of the sweetest of the time. We 
owe this explanation to Mr. Domett, lest the American public 
should think that the following specimens of his poetical talent 
are the best things he has done. 

At one period, during a few years of nominal adherence to the 
law, and of desultory attention to the Muses, he embarked from 
London for Quebec, passed a winter in the back- woods of Canada 
with some early friends who had settled there, and subsequently 
travelled southward through the United States, as far as the 
Springs of Virginia. If we mistake not, he returned to England by 
way oi the West Indies. In 1842, with that energy and restless- 
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ness, often found in men of poetical temperament, combined with a 
certain listlessness of habit, he suddenly resolved to set sail for 
New Zealand, not with the expressed purpose of seeking his for- 
tune, but because this distant voyage appeaired to o£fer some chance 
of the excitement he loved, induced also by the fact of a cousin and 
friend of his own having preceded him to that country. Domett, 
on landing, was inexpressibly shocked to hear that his relative, a 
young man full of energy and talent, and fast rising into distmc- 
tion had been drowned in crossing a ford two or three days pre- 
viously. Thrown, therefore, altogether on his own resources, and 
with small care for the luxuries of life, our friend Domett employed 
himself for a considerable time in writing leading articles for a local 
journal. These were often extremely well done ; and at a later pe* 
liod he put out a pamphlet, published ancmymoosly, setting forUi 
the grievances of the colonists. This statement, clear, nervous and 
unanswerable, attracted public notice, and was more tiian once 
quoted in Parliament. He subsequently obtained from the c<donial 
government a good appointment, which he still holds, and which 
he owed entirely to his own abilities and th^ fearless independence 
of his character. 

We have a vivid recollection oi the last time we saw him. It 
was at an evening party, a few days befcMre he last sailed from 
England ; his intimate friend, Mr. Browning, the poet, was also 
present. It happened that the latter was introduced that evenings 
for the first time, to a young author who had just thaa appeared 
in the literary world. This, consequently, prevented the two 
friends from conversation, and they parted from each other with- 
out the slightest idea, on Mr. Browning's part, that he was see- 
ing his old friend Domett for the last time. 

Some daya after, when he found that Domett had sailed, he 
expressed, in strong terms to the writer of this sketch, the self-re- 
proach he felt at having preferred the conversation of a stranger to 
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that of his old associate. Mr. Browning's poem, entitled "War- 
ing," is partly founded on this subject. We quote a few lines, ex- 
pressive of his feelings : 

WARING. 
I. 

" What 's l>ecome of Waring 

Since he gave us all the slip, 
Chose laud travel, or seafaring. 

Boots and chest, or staff and scrip, 
Rather than pace up and down 
Any longer London town ? 

ir. 

Who'd have guessed it fh>m his lip, 

Or his brows accustomed bearing. 
On the night he thus took ship. 

Or started landward? little caring 
For us, it seems, who supped together, 

(Friends of his too, I remember,) 
And walked home through the merry weather, 

The snowiest in all December : 
I left his arm that night myself 

For what's his name, the new prose poet. 
That wrote the book there, on the shelf — 

How, forsooth, was I to know it. 

If Waring meant to glide away 
Like a ghost at break of day? 
Never looked he half so gay ! 

« * « « • 

Meantime, how much I loved him 
I find out now I've lost him ; 
I, who cared not if I moved him. 
Who could so carelessly accost him, 
Henceforth never shall get free 
Of his ghostly company ! 
• • • • » 
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Oh, could I have him back once mora, 
This Waring, but one half day more ! 
Back with the quiet face of yore, 
So hungry for acknowledgment 
Like mine." 
• « • * • 

Browning's Lyriet* 

It is a curious proof how men are thrown apart in this world, 
that Browning is in Florence, Domett in New Zealand, and the 
third of that " rememberable " night is in America, '* fiar as the 
poles asunder." 

Again remarking that Alfred Domett must not be altogether 
judged by the quotations we oflfer, being unfortunately deprived of 
his latest and best production, we proceed to prove our opinion 
by some illustration from the earlier volume. 

The poet's grace is shown in this little poem ; it is called a 
Summer Thought : 



" How oft you see, in summer bright, 
Two butterflies, on wmgs of light, 
So like, in color, form and flight. 
That each seems either to the sight ! 
With tremulous flutter, low or high. 
Their flower-like forms together fly; 
One impulse guides them both, as they 
Together wing their zig-zag way ; 
Direct, aslant, above, below. 
Still side by side they gaily go ! 
Thus, one in each emotion, thrill, 
My heart and thine accorded still ; 
And thus, alike in aim and hue. 
Our thoughts and hopes together flew !" 



A loftier subtler power is developed in the following stanzas. 
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" This brave bright Earth with Mind o'erflowi — 

With secret Soul o'erfraught ; 
In every' form a Feeling glows, 
In every tone, a Thought ! 
And yet o'er all there seems to reign 
A mystery I can ne'er explain ! 

I feel the joy of frolic rills, 

Elate in forest brown ; 
The protid reserve of beetlmg hills, 
Their calm majestic frown ; 
The dark defiance — sullen — ^high — 
Of clouds that walk the stormy sky ! 

The sweet repose, the solemn caves 

Of azure heaven possess ; 
The dim might of careering waves, — 
The Ocean's restlessness ! 
The sad despondence of a day 
Oppressed with mists of mournful gray !" 

The verses to midnight are also very beautiful, and evince the 
true poet full of sweet thoughts and gushing reveries — 

" 'Tis dead of night — ^yet downy sleep 
Sinks not upon my brow ; 
There is a spell more calmly deep, 
That binds my spirit now : 
For 'tis the hour 
When Nature musing on her power 
Seems hushed in awe, 
As if she scarcely dared her breath restrained to draw. 

In every.lifeless object round 

There seems a pulse — a soul ; 
Yet each is throbless, breathless bound, 
In mystic, mute control ; 
Hist ! with a throng 
Of whisperings, like the Sea-shell's song. 
The air is fraught, — 
Continiioiis, front, and low — ^the very voice of Thought ! 
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The moonbeanB rest upon the wfaHo 

And shadowed coreileit ; 
The dusky flakes of bhuh light 
Are crossed, like woiic of net, 
Depicting plain 
Each diamonded casement-pane ; — 
In cautious mood 
They seem to peer around, ere ftuther they intrude. 

And through the glistening misty glatt. 

The Moon, the curious elf. 
Its barrier half-mclined to pan. 
Is peeping in herself ! 
She seems to wait 
Till those fair beams report the statei 
Of all within. 
And tell when, unperceived, herself may entrance win. 

And though detected now, lest more 

Suspicion she excite. 
She keeps the look she had before. 
Unchanging — stiriess quite ! 
So when the rest 
Of watchful Spider you molest, 
In shrunken shape 
He boldly mimics death, your notice to escape. 

What b this strange bright thing, whidi draws 

So near at dead of night? 
Its growing presence almost awes 
With meekest, mutest might ! 
It fills my room — 
In living thought absorbs the gloom — 
Its silence rife 
Witli Spirit seems, — intense with conscious, creepmg life ! 

Why does its lonely softness flow 

So sadly on the heart. 
And whence the bright the tearful woe 

It does to all impart ? 
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That look so worn — 
Whence is it, wanderer most forlorn? 
Or why dost keep 
Weak watch, and go thy rounds, when all the strong ones sleep? 

Would'st tell of slight unkind— H>f dire 

Neglect, that thou dost break 
My chamber's gloom ? — ^will none admire ? 
Oh is not love awake? 
Then I full fain 
Will bless thee in a simple strain; 
And soothly say 
Thy light is sweeter far than gaudy glare of Day !" 

Of a lighter description is the Elegy on the death of Frisk, a 
favorite poodle — we quote a few stanzas. 

ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF FRISK. 

" Come, every Muse of saddest vein. 
From her who prompted David's strain, 
When * Brother Jonathan ' was slain, 

To her, whose sob 
Wrung speeches from the Corporal's bram 

O'er Master Bob ! 

Come thou who came at Milton's wish. 

When Lycidas was food for fish ; 

Who wept o'er Keats with Percy Bysshe— 

Inspired Marc Antony 
When Brutus < carved the Grod's a dish ' 

They scarce could want on h\^ I 

Come every Muse who mournfully 
Doth harp or Hurdigurdy ply ; 
Who stirred up Byron's burning sigh 
^ When Thyrza fell. 

Or bade Ben Battle * pipe his eye ' 
For&UbleMNeU! 
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Come all who torn, nor turn in vain 
That cistern's cock, in which the rafai 
Of human tears is gathered — deign 

Your aid to apply ! 
Grief is the cock through which yon drain 

The salt floods dry !" 

We conclude our illustrations of Domett with a poem which ap- 
peals strongly to the loftiest sympathies of our nature. 



A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

" It was the calm and silent night ! 
Seven hundred years and fifty -three 
Had Rome been growing up to might. 
And now was queen of land and sea. 
No sound was heard of clashing wars, — 
Peace brooded o'er the hushed domain : 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, and Mars 
Held undisturbed their ancient reign. 
In the solemn midnight, 
Centuries ago. 

'Twas in Ihe calm and silent night, 

The senator of haughty Rome 
Impatient urged his chariot's flight. 

From lordly revel rolling home : 
Triumphal arches gleaming swell 

His breast with thoughts of boundless sway ; 
What recked the Roman what befell 

A paltry provmce far away, 

In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago? 



Within that province far away. 

Went plodding home a weary boor; 

A streak of light before him lay. 

Fallen through a half shut stable-door 

Across his path. He passed, — for naught 

: Told what wai going on within ; 
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How keen the stars, his only thought^ — 
The air, how calm, and cold, and thin, 
In the solemn'midnight. 
Centuries ago ! 

O, strange indifference ! low and high 

Drowsed over common joys and cares ; 
The earth was still, — but knew not why 

The world was listening, — ^unawares. 
How calm a moment may precede 

One that shall thrill the world for ever ! 
To that still moment, none would heed, 

Man's doom was linked no more to sever. 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago! 

It is the calm and solemn night ! 

A thousand bells rin^ out, and throw 
Their joyous peals abroad, and smite 

The darkness, — charmed and holy now ! 
The night that erst no shame had worn. 

To it a happy name is given ; 
For iu that stable lay, new-born. 

The peaceful Priuce of earth and heaven. 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago !" 

This fine hymn first appeared in "Blackwood's Magazine," 
and was introduced by Professor Longfellow to the American 
public, in his beautiful collection of fugitive poetry, entitled " The 
Waif." It was considered so admirable a composition that the 
critics paid it the compliment of considering it a production of 
the accomplished Editor of the little volume in question. It has 
accordingly gone the rounds of the press, and has been much ad- 
mired. We are not surprised at many persons attributing it to the 
pen of the elegant author of " Evangeline," for it possesses many 
characteristics of his style. It breathes a finish and simplicity 
which are perfectly in keeping with the subject, and the refram at 
the end of each verse is strikmg and natural. 
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Some also of Domett's best poems renund ns stronglj of Mr. 
"Willis' muse, and evidence a close affinity with the poetical spirit 
of this distinguished American Poet. 

The verses entitled "The Sea Side Calm" will iUttstrate our 
meaning — 

« The morning air was pure and cod, 
Asleep the silver bay ; 
Each object on the shining sands. 
In shade reflected lay. 

The giant cli£& in long array 

Were drawn up by the sea, 
Their heads thrown back with lofty pride. 

In musing majesty. 

The sea, methought, did woo the earth. 

In low fond tones of love. 
The silent sky hung stooping o'er. 

And listened from above. 

The herds of clouds were lying down. 

The hunting winds were gone ; 
Their angry bark was heard no more, 

The weary chase was done. 

A calm ambrosial consciousness 

Did nature's bosom steep, 
A stillness not so stem as death, 

And more profound than sleep. 

'Twas music mute, and voiceless speech, 

A quiet creeping spell, — 
Repose without forgetfulness. 
And silence audible." 

There is a great similarity existing between a peculiar band 
of poets in England, and some of the most popular of their 
brethren in America. They almost seem to belong to the same 
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ckm ; em, however, we shall enter into this question at length in 
the American vdume, we drop the subject here. 

Whilst these sheets are passing through the press, our atten- 
tion is called to an article in the July number of the Westminster 
Review, on the subject of " Earthquakes in New Zealand," wherem 
Alfred Domett's name, as colonial secretary, is appended to an offi- 
cial letter, dated Wellington, New Zealand, December 18, 1848, 
certifying to the moderation of a recent Earthquake, and contra- 
dicting the exaggerated rumors current of its disastrous effects. 



HENEY TAYLOB 



The author of " Philip Van Arteveldt " may truly be consi- 
dered the poet of elaboration ; abounding in fine passages, artifi- 
cially worked up to a deceptive appearance of poetry, they remind 
one of false metals, or, to speak more poetically, of that beautiful 
waxen fruit which might almost deceive a gardener. The body 
is there, but the soul is wanting. It is calm, classical, and frigid. 
Mr. Taylor is sufficiently sagacious to know that he has no imagi- 
nation, and he, therefore, to cover the defect, constantly cries that 
a redundancy of imagination is fatal to the great poet, as though 
Apollo could not bridle his own Pegasus. The palpable inference 
which he wishes drawn is, that he, Mr. Taylor, has a great deal of 
poetical fire and genius, but he is philosopher enough to subdue 
it to the mastery of reason. 

Mr. Taylor, in his preface to Philip Van Arteveldt, enters 
into a minute account of his philosophy of poetry ; he there large- 
ly insists upon a balance of faculties, and regards good sense 
as " the essential constituent of genius." This is certainly a start- 
ling doctrine ! to deny to Marlow, Shelley, and a host of great 
imaginations the poetic faculty, because they had not good sense ; 
"good^^ is a very vague word, it has numerous significations; in 
the present instance it seems to be used to mean " common sense.'* 
That a poet with "common" or "good sense" is more perfect 
than a poet without that excellent quality of the mind, is undoubt- 
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edly true, for the more faculties a man has, the greater he must 
necessarily he ; hut we 'deny that it is essential to the poetic mind. 
All experience contradicts it, and let us tell Mr. Taylor very point- 
edly, if he means " good taste and judgment," so far as poetical 
composition is concerned, we agree with him; but if he uses the 
words " good sense " in the common acceptation of the world, he 
is stating an absurdity, or else a falsehood, to cover his own want 
of genius. Mr. Taylor has no doubt " good sense," or " common 
sense," but he has no poetical genius, none of that " divine affla- 
tus " which carries a man not out of logic and cold reason, but ^ 
above it. Mr. Taylor will never persuade the world to believe that 
Shelley is no poet, because his imagination was too vivid; and that 
Keats and Coleridge were deficient in a great essential of the hu- 
man heart, because they were not sufficiently alive to the wonder- 
ful importance of " good sense," ^hich Mr. Taylor declares to be 
" the most essential constituent of genius." Mr. Home observes, 
" There must be something peculiarly undramatic in the mind that 
could conceive and etecute a dramatic subject in so lengthy a fomi 
as to comprise the same number of lines as six plays, each of the 
ordinary length. Mr. Home has not, however, stated the whole 
question ; he has let the " undramatic author of Philip Van Arte- 
veldt " off too easily ; he should remember that it is not the num- 
ber of lines that makes a drama undramatic, it is the mmaber of 
scenes / One poet may write his dialogues too fully, but the action 
will be there; the ballet skeleton will remain, though possibly 
clothed somewhat too heavily with robes; while another may with 
some self-important tragedian, consider the words as the necessary 
evil of a tragedy, infinitely preferring their own spasms, convulsions, 
glaring eyes, distorted scowls, drawn down mouths, and volutions ; 
marchings about the stage, to the noblest outbursts of passionate defi- 
ance or poetical musings ; they no doubt would prefer not to share 
the glory with the author of "As You Like It/' but, instead of speak- 
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■^ **AI1 the world's a Stage/' would go thitmgb ihe aeren ages so 
besadfnllj described bv the poet, and turn it into a pantomimic 
iakatioD of the prioress of human life, from the infant ''muling 
and poking'' in its mother's arms, to the last state of all — 

** SttBi eyes, mm ean, mv nose. Bane— ererythmg." 

In order to get a complete idea of Mr. Taylor's '' good sense," 
as dereloped in the c<»nposition of a tragedy, let the reader move 
bis eje OTer the actions of the almost innumerable scenes of " Phi- 
lip Tan ArteTeldi " or *' Edwin the Fair." Mr. Taylor very amua- 
* ingly adds, "My critical riews have rather resulted from composi- 
tion than directed it." Exactly so, he has made a dull poem in- 
stead of a play, and seeing what he has done, he says: "I like a 
dull poem; I meant to write a duU poem! The highest effort 
of genius b a dull poem." The only paraUel case we know to 
tbis^ is a story a celebrated novelist teOs. Going into a coffee- 
bouse in the city one day, he ordered a steak; when it came 
be found it so abominably tough he could scarcely get his knife 
into it. Calling the waiter to him, he remonstrated with him: 
'* Don't like a tough steak, sir," said the astonished attendant, " I 
am surprised at that, sir ; most people prefer a tough steak ; I do !" 
Mr. Tkylor will not be more successful than the advocate of 
uneatable steaks, if he hopes to argue the public into a belief that a 
dull and unreadable poem is the "essential" effort of human ge- 
nius. But while we deny to this author the dramatic crown, we 
are perfectly alive to his excellence as a writer where " good sense" 
b paramount, and therefore suggest that perhaps Mr. Taylor meant 
to say " that good sense is a constituent part of Aw poetical ge- 
nius ;" in this light we echo his diction. Even in the best of Mr. 
Taylor's verses there is a laborious effort : 

•* The line too labors, and the veree moves slow." 

Whatever may be the subject described, the same heavy, mo- 
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notonous tread is heard ; he dances a minuet and a jig in the same 
funeral measure. His words and thoughts are always standing har- 
nessed, ready for their usual rate of four miles an hour. He rides 
a slow tame Pegasus — ^rider and horse jog on at the same pace, 
sometimes both fast asleep, now and then shaking themselves half 
awake, but vain is it to expect a breathless gallop. The idea never 
enters the head of either of them. '' The lines written in remem- 
brance of the Hon. Charles Edward Ernest Villiers, are a favorable 
specimen of his style ; they are written in rhyme, a measure he sel- 
dom uses ; he prefers to walk steadily on the road of blank verse ; 
it better suits the commonplace peculiarity of his mind— - 

" Hb life was private ; safely led, aloof 
From the loud world — which yet be understood 
Largely and wisely, as no worldling could. 
For he by privilege of his nature proof 
Against false glitter, from beneath the roof 
Of privacy, as from a cave, surveyed 
With steadfast eye its flickering light and shade. 
And gently judged for evil and for good. 
But whilst he mixed not for his own behoof 
In public strife, his spirit glowed with zeal. 
Not shorn of action, for the public weal ; 
For truth and justice as its warp and woof. 
For freedom as its signature and seal. 
His life thus sacred from the world, discharged 
From vain ambition and inordinate care, 
Li virtue exercised, by reverence rare 
Lifted, and by humility enlarged. 
Became a temple and a place of prayer. 
In latter years he walked not singly there ; 
For one was with him, ready at all hours 
His griefii, his joys, his inmost thoughts to share, 
Who buoyantly his burdens helped to bear. 
And decked his altars daily with fresh flowenk 

But farther may we pass not ; for the ground 
Is holier than the Muse herself may tread ; 
6* 
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Nor would I it should echo to a soond 

Less solemn than the service for the dead. 

Mine is inferior matter — my own loss — 

The loss of dear delights for ever fled. 

Of reason's converse by affection fed, 

Of wisdom, counsel, solace, that across 

Life's dreariest tracts a tender radiance shed. 

Friend of my youth ! though younger yet my gmde. 

How much by thy unerring insight dear 

I shaped my way of life for many a year, 

What thoughtful friendship on thy death-bed died ! 

Friend of my youth, whilst thou wast by my side 

Autumnal days still breathed a vernal breath ; 

How like a charm thy life to me suppUed 

All waste and injury of time and tide, 

How like a disenchantment was thy death !" 

The work by which Mr. Taylor is best known is his Drama of 
" Philip Van Arteveldt." This may be called the crowning triumph 
of level writing ; it has but one single burst of dramatic passion. 
It is the reply of Elena, the mistress of Van Arteveldt, who when 
discovered embracing the dead body of her hero lover is reproached 
by some as being his paramour — a French knight, with the charac- 
teristic generosity and gallantry of his nation volunteers her de- 
fence. She interrupts him with the passionate exclamation, 

" Thou liest — I was his paramour !" 

Mr. Taylor brings down every thing to the same cold tempera- 
ture of his own ' reason !' It is in these words that he makes his 
hero ask a fiery souled Italian woman if she can love him ? 

" Tell me, sweet Elena 
May I not hope, or rather can I hope, 
That for such brief and bounded space of time 
As are my days on earth, you'll yield yourself. 
To love me living, and to mourn me dead !" 

And mark how successful this " cold water " dramatist is in quench- 
ing the small degree of interest we should have otherwise felt in his 
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hero ! He reverts thus to some hours passed in the sco.ety of Elena, 
the woman he loves, or aflfects to love. 

(After a pause.) 

" ArteveldU — The night is far advanced upon the morrow, 
And but for that conglomerated mass 
Of cloud with ragged edges, like a mound, 
Or black pine forest on a mountain's top. 
Wherein the light lies ambushed, dawn were near-— 
Fctf, / have wasted half a summer's night ! 
Was it well spent ! Successfully it was ! 

How little flattering is a woman's love ! 
Worth to the heart, come how it may, a world ! 
Worth to men's measures of their own deserts. 
If weighed in wisdom's balance merely nothing." 

The cold-blooded, arrogant coxcombry of Philip Van Arteveldt 
is perfectly ludicrous ! Woaderful dramatist, Henry Taylor, truly 
thou art the tailer of poets, not the ninth part of one ! 

His other dramatic poems resemble their elder brother, the 
Flemish hero, and confirm his previous failure unmistakeably. 

We are inclined to thiak that " The Eve of the Conquest," is 
the best of Mr. Taylor's poems. There is less to offend in it, if there 
is not more to admire, and truly that is a negative attraction. The 
fall of Harold is a noble theme, and might well have inspired a true 
poet to a great exertion, have brought the manner as well as the 
matter; but it becomes a heavy sluggish affair beneath the level- 
ling process of the author's " reason." He here indeed makes it 
evident to all that the constituent part of his genius is "com- 
mon sense." Alas ! that his good sense was not sufficient to save 
him from the attempt altogether ! The incident of the poem is 
well chosen ; in a more stirring writer's hand it would have been 
eminently touching and graphic. 

We are introduced to Harold '' the eve before the fight of 
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Hastings " — ^in his tent. His troubled mind courts repose in vain ! 
exemplifying Young's description. 

« Tired nature's sweet restorer — ^balmj sleep ! 
He like the world his ready visit pays 
Where fortune smiles — ^the wretched he fonakes. 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unsullied with a tear !" 

He sends for his daughter, who is found kneeling before an altar in 
her convent ! He then makes her the depository of his confession 
and his vindication. Mr. Taylor's cold unimpassioned style in this 
scene now and then comes in light admirable effect, as it harmo- 
nizes with the solemn predestination under which the Saxon mo- 
narch labors; but we miss altogether those escapes of supprest 
passion, and those touches of melancholy regrets which must of a 
necessity have revealed themselves. Mr. Taylor freezes his charac- 
ters with the predominance of his favorite " good sense." He for- 
gets that if his heroes had really possest the good sense he is so 
constantly claiming for them, they never could have got into the 
scrapes which constitutes the tragedy of their position. 

" « A woman-child she was : but womanhood 
By gradual afflux on her childhood gaiu'd. 
And like a tide that up a river steals 
And reaches to a lilied bank, began 
To lift up life beneath her. As a child 
She still was simple — rather shall I say 
More simple than a child, as being lost 
In deeper admirations and desires. 
The roseate richness of her childish bloom 
Remaiu'd, but by inconstancies and change 
Referr'd itself to sources passion-swept. 
Such had I seen her as I passM the gatet 
Of Rouen, in procession, on the day 
I landed, when a shower of roses fell 
Upon my head, and looking up I saw 
The fingers which had scattered them half q>read 
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Forgetftil, and the forwaid-I^aning face 
Intently fixed and glowing, but methougfat 
More serious than it ought to be, so young 
And midmost in a show.' " 

It is thus that the king concludes his narratiTe — 

" < Here we stand opposed ; 
And here to-morrow's sun, which even now, 
If mine eyes err not, wakes the eastern sky. 
Shall see the mortal issue. Should I fall. 
Be thoa my witness that I nothing doubt 
The justness of my doom ; but add thou this, 
The justness lies betwixt my God and me ; 
'Twixt me and William.' " 

*< Then uprose the King ; 
His daughter's hands half startled from his knee 
Dropt loosely, but her eye caught fire from his. 
He snatched his truncheon, and the hollow earth 
Smote strongly, that it throbbed : he cried aloud — 

* 'Twixt me and William, say that never doom, 
Save that which sunders sheep from goats, and parts 
'Twixt Heaven and Hell, can righteously pronounee.' 
— He sate again, and with an eye still stem, 

But temperate and untroubled, he pursued : 

* 'Twixt me and England, should some senseless swain 
Ask of my title— say / wear the crown. 

Because it fits my head /' " 

The king's head differed hugely from that of the monk who 
declared he was imlucky in his hopes of promotion, that he verily 
believed if it rained mitres not one would be found to Jit Mm. 

The closing lines of the poem are very fine and solemn. It 
•eems a piece of sculpture. 

" In Wahham Abbey on St. Agnes' Eve 
A stately corpse lay stretched upon a bier. 
The arms were crossed upon the breast; the face, 
Uncover'd, by the taper's trembling light 
Show'd dimly the pale majesty severe 
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Of him whom death* and not the Norman Duke, 
Had conquered ; him the noblest and the last 
Of Saxon Kings ; save one the noblest he ; 
The last of all. Hard by the bier were seen 
Two women, weeping side by sidoj whose arms 
Clasped each the other. Edith was the one* 
With Edith, Adeliza wept and pray'd." 

Thus ends "the Eve of the Conquest." 

Mr. Taylor's narrative poetry naturally suggests a reference to 
his contemporaries who have written in that form. We will take 
his verse, therefore, at his own valuation ; and, for the sake of test- 
ing his dogma, we will assume that the constituent essence of his 
own poetry is " good sense." In Byron, every tongue proclaims it is 
passion, fierce, resistless, human passion ; bearing us like a torrent 
through the breathless space of his narrative. With Scott it is stir- 
ring incident, romantic costume, and the reanimated chivalry of 
the stormy past. Southey clothes his song in the marvellous, the 
wild, and the elevated ! Leigh Himt is alwajrs vivacious, iome- 
times picturesque, and not unfrequently /nvo^ow*; now and then in- 
dulging in a pretty image or conceit, when he ought to be voiceless 
with emotion. Mr. Landor arrays his characters in the classical dress 
of the antique Greek, and we are repelled from all S3rm2)athy by their 
stateliness and their heroism. Coleridge spirits us away with him 
to a supernatural region, where the heart is not roused, but where 
it seems to beat under some wizard spell. Wordsworth makes 
mountains, waterfalls and lakes represent certain characters, and 
endeavors to make his voice sound from them as though speaking 
under certam influences, and in divers words; but, like a poor 
ventriloquist, he has but one voice, and the monotony of his intona- 
tion betrays him. In his drama of " The Borderers " the dramatis 
personcB are a family of Wordsworths, all diflfering somewhat in 
moral or mental calibre, though their dialogue is a curious combat 
of weaker and stronger Wordswortheanisms. The catastrophe is 
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brought about by the strongest one in the family coming forward, 
and in a dictatorial manner uttering a few philosophical sentences, ' 
which settles the question, silences the others, and ends the play. 

Keats, in his narrative, with its haunting sense of beauty, its 
wondrous superfluities of description, and its remoteness from 
human interest ; Shelley, also, with his dazzling metaphysical dis- 
tinctions; and Tennyson, with his refined psychologies, possess too 
little of the nature of men and women to come altogether within 
the range of humanity ; while Crabbe, with his hard, dry paintings, 
as though he used charcoal instead of colors, converts the world 
into one huge pauper planet, where there {ire but two classes, the 
jailer and the thief — the tyrant and the slave — the millionaire and 
the destitute — the Pharisee and Lazarus. 

In which of these, we would ask Mr. Taylor, is common sense 
the constituent essence of genius ? 

We shall close our mental portrait of Mr. Taylor with two ex- 
tracts from a poem of his, entitled " Ernesto :" 

'* Thoughtfiilly by the side Ernesto sate 
Of her whom in his earlier youth, with hhnit 
Then first exulting in a dangerous hope, 
Dearer for danger, he had rashly loved. 
That was a season when the uutravelled spirit, 
Not way-worn nor way-wearied, nor with soil 
Nor stain upon it, lions in its path 
Saw none— H)r, seeing, with triumphant trust 
In its resources and its powers, defied — 
Perverse to find provocatives in warnings 
And in disturbance taking deep delight. 
By sea or land he then saw rise the storm 
With a gay courage, and through broken lights, 
Tempestuously exalted, for awhile 
His heart ran mountains high, or to the roar 
Of shattered forests sang superior songs 
With kindling, and what might have seemed to some, 
Auspicious energy ; by land and sea 
He WM way-foundered— trampled in the dust 
His many-colored hope*— his la^^ m\i 
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Of precious pictures, bright imapnations. 

In absolute shipwreck to the winds and wayes 

Suddenly rendered." 

It is very apparent that the writer is a poet whose deficiency of 
imagination renders bis journey a toilsome march, and not a glo- 
rious flight. He treads the earth hearily, not flies through the air, 
or marches with the stately force and untiring alacrity of the 
athlete or the belted knight. 

The conclusion of Ernesto is one of the few attempts which our 
author makes to be tender — 

« Once again 
He sate beside her — ^for the last time now. 
And scarcely was she altered ; for the hoan 
Had led her lightly down the vale of life. 
Dancing, and scattering roses ; and her foee 
Seemed a perpetual daybreak ; and the woods 
Where'er she rambled, echoed through their aisles 
The music of a laugh so softly gay 
That Spring with all her songsters and her songs 
Knew nothing like it. But how changed was he ! 
Care and disease and ardors unrepressed. 
And labors unremitted, and much grief. 
Had written their death-warrant on his brow. 
Of this she saw not all — she saw but little — 
That which she could not choose but see she saw — 
And o'er her sunlit dimples and her smiles 
A shadow fell — a transitory shade — 
And when the phantom of a hand she clasped 
At parting, scarce responded to her touch, 
She sighed — but hoped the best. 

When winter came 
She sighed again ; for with it came the word 
That trouble and love had found their place of rest, 
And slept beneath Madeira's orange groves." 

We bid good-bye to the author of Philip Van Arteveldt, by assur- 
ing him that one half the pains he has bestowed upon his dramas 
would have given to the world a translation of Virgil little inferior 
to the original. We are not aware of any poet who possesses so 
many Brst-rate qualities for a translator. 
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Elizabeth Barrett Browning, was, till her marriage with the 
author of Bordello, so entirely hidden from the world that she 
might have suggested to Wordsworth the idea of 

** A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye. 
Fair as a star when only one 
Is shining in the sky," 

And truly the poetical spirit of Miss Barrett was so exquisite as 
to deserve altogether the epithet of being the violet of women. 
In person she is slender and petite : her voice very soft and low ; 
her complexion pale : her eyes and hair dark, the latter being very 
long and hanging down her neck. In addition to her honors as a 
poetess, she has lately added that of a mother ! All honor to 
EUzdbeth Barrett Brotoning, the greatest poetical intellect ever 
vouchsafed to an Er^lish woman ! 

Miss Barrett, who is now close upon her fortieth year, was 
married to Robert Browning, in November, 1846, and has since 
then resided at Florence. Marriages of this kind have not in ge- 
neral been happy, but let us hope this will prove an exception to 
the rule. 

The fsciA of her life are so few, and she has nixed so little 
with society, owing to her fragile state of health, that we shall de- 
TOte the rest of this chapter to the consideration of her ^uin&\^^ 
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may mention, en passant, that she has suffered much domestic sor- 
row — among the greatest may be mentioned that she had the trial 
of witnessing the death of a favorite ^brother who was drowned 
while swimming in Torbay. 

The poetry of most female poets is almost invariably founded 
on the affections, and treated with a dehcacy and tenderness which 
only a woman can impart : ** in that sweet circle none can walk but 
she," but in addition to this exquisite gift, nature has endowed 
Miss Barrett with a force of and subtlety of mind which renders 
her the loftiest specimen of her sex. 

** Gentle in heart, subtle and strong in mind, 

She shines the marvel of all womankind !" » 

Mr. Leigh Hunt m one of his clever poems calls her " the sister of 
Tennyson" — we object to this, and claim her as Shakspere's 
daughter ! — ^great as Robert Browning is in the world of poetry, 
his wife is hterally " the better half." 

One of the most original female writers of America, Margaret 
Fuller, has so well expressed our own opinion of l^iss Barrett that 
we give it in her own words. 

** In delicacy of preception Miss Barrett may vie with any of her sex. She 
has what is called a true woman's heart, although we must believe that men 
of a fine conscience and good organization will have such a heart no less. 
Signal instances occur to us in the cases of Spenser, Wonbwoith and Ten- 
nyson. The woman who reads them will not find hardness or blindness as to 
the suttler workings of thoughts and affections. 

** If men are often deficient on this score, women on the other hand are 
apt to pay excessive attention to the slight tokens, the little things of life. 
Thus in conduct or writing, they tend to weary, as with a morbid sentimen- 
talism. From this fault Miss Barrett is wholly free." 

It is not in Miss Barrett's longest and most ambitious poem 
that she is the most successful. Her blank verse is sweet and full 
of tender cadence, but it wants the muscular force to render h fit 
for so long a march as the ** Drama of Exile." 
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Still this is a poem which none but Miss Barrett could have 
written. The tenderness, the delicacy, and the grace of this sweet 
Tision of Paradise belong entirely to the female heart. The peru- 
sal of "the Drama of Exile" will give the reader a more complete 
idea of the nature of woman by comparing our first parents m 
this poem with Milton's Adam and Eve, than a volume of philoso- 
phy, with all its physical and mental analysis. 

Miss Barrett's Eve is one of the most reQned, tender, and ethe- 
rialised creation of sad smiles and gentle tears that ever stept forth 
into the world of poetry. Even Lucifer became Barrettised and 
softened to a horrible beauty. Listen to a speech he makes to 
Gabriel. 

« Here's a brave earth to sin and suffer on ! — 
It holds fast still — it cracks not under cuise, 
It holds, likewise immortal. Presently 
We'll sow it thick enough with graves as green 
Or greener, certes, than its knowledge tree, 
We'll have the cypress for the tree of life, 
More eminent for shadow : — ^for the rest 
We'll build it dark with towers and pyramids. 
And temples if it please you : — we'll have feasts 
And funerals also, merry wakes and wars. 
Till blood and wine shall mix and run along 
Right o'er the edges — and good Gabriel 
Ye like that word in Heaven I — I too have strength, 
Strength to behold, and not fo worship Him : 
Strength to fall from him, and not rely on Him : 
Strength to be in the universe, and yet 
Neither God nor his Servant. The red sign 
Burnt on my forehead, which you taunt me with. 
Is God's sign that it bows, but not unto God : 
The potter's mark upon his work to show 
It rings well to the striker ^ 

With what a magnificent pity Gabriel rebukes his fallen com- 
peer. 
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« Thou speakest m the shado'w of thy diange', 
If thou hadst gazed upon the face of God 
This mommg for a moment, thou hadst known 
That only pity fitly can*chastiiey 
While hate avengeth. 

The rejoiner of the ruined archangel shows a womanly feeling, 
curiously mixed with a diabolical undauntedness, which may well 
astonish the prosaic minds who cannot realize that wondrous fifiu^ul- 
ty which enables the true poet to enter at will the mysteries of 
natures hermetically sealed to the rest of the world. 

« Ab it is, I know 
Something of pity. When I reeled in hearen, 
And my sword grew too heayy for my wrist, 
Stabbing through matter, which it could not pieroa 
So much as the first shell of — toward the throne ; 
When I fell back, down — staring up as I fell — 
Tlie lightnmg holding open my scalded lids — 
And that thought of the Infinite of Grod, 
I)rawn from the finite, speedmg my descent : 
When countless angel faces, still and stem. 
Pressed out upon me from the level heayen, 
Adown the abysmal spaces, and I fell. 
Trampled down by your stillness, and struck blind 
By the light in your eyes : 'twas then I knew 
How ye could pity, my kind angelhood !** 

In the next scene when the fallen pair are driven from Para- 
dise, how exquisitely true to nature is Eve's reply to Adam when 
he asks her, 

" Hast thou strength, 
Beloved, to look behind us to the gate ?" 
^r>t, — * I have strength to look upward to thy face.* ** 

And how awful, and powerfully expressed is Eve's remark 
upon the nature of Lucifer. 

" The precipice of ill 
I>own this coIoMal nature, dizzies 
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And hark — the stany hannony remote 

Seems meanuing the height from whence it felL" 

Here the pure womanly imagination diminishes the colossal hor- 
ror of Satanic will and intellect, and throws an ideal robe, woven of 
pity, over the thnnder-scarred form of the king of Evil. Tet, amid 
tlus subtihy of feeling, there is a simplicity of thought and expres- 
sion working through, which relieves it from the abstractedness, 
otherwise, its inseparable defect. The following sketch will illus- 
trate my meaning : 

** AdawL — ^Ni^^t is near ! 

** Ef>e. — ^And God's curse nearest. Let us travel back, 

And stand within the sword glare till we die : 

Believing it is better to meet death 

Than suffer desolation. 
" Adam. — Nay, beloved ! 

We must not pluck death from the Maker's hand 

As evil we plucked the apple ; we must wait 

Until he gives death as he gave us life : 

Nor murmur faintly o'er the primal gift, 

Because we spoilt its sweetness with our * sin.' " 

How intellectualized becomes the heart of Eve beneath the 
poet's hand. How tremblingly downward sensitive nature grows 
at her voice. 

Eve thus apostrophises the past. 

'* For, was I not, 
At that last sunset scene in Paradise, 
When all the westerd clouds flashed out in throngs 
Of sudden angel faces, face by face, 
All hushed and solemn, as a thought of Grod 
Held them suspended — was I not, that hour. 
The Lady of the world — ^princess of life. 
Mistress of feast and favor? Could I touch 
A rose with my white hand, but it became 
Redder at once ? Could I walk leisurely 
Along our swarded garden, but the grass 
Tracked me wHh greenness 7 Could I stand aside 
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A moment underneath a eom^ tree, 
But all the leaves did tremble as alive 
With songs of fifty birds, who were made glad 
Because I stood there ? Could I turn to look 
With these twain eyes of mine, now weeping fast, 
Now good for only weeping — upon man. 
Angel or beast, or bird, but each rejoiced 
Because I looked on him ? Alas ! alas T' 

•*The Drama of Exile" is a Greek drama of desolation. It 
has beauty of time, thought and action. Its opening strain is mys- 
tical, sad and solemn : and this beautiful vision of a woman's brain 
is rendered visible to the same mournful music of joys lost for ever. 
The haunting memories of Paradise cling to every tone, and steep 
in the profoundest sorrow the breasts of the Exile : yet a sublime 
consolation rises from its very depth and abandonment, and the 
crowned and sceptred majesty of grief dignifies the sufferers. 

The loftier attributes of human nature rise majestically from 
the grave of pleasure. 

From this mystical gloom we will follow Miss Barrett, and 
listen to the Pythoness, her fit having passed away, as the English 
maiden in her bower, singing a pleasant song. 

THE LADY'S ««YES." 

** * Yes/ I answered you last night ; 

* No ' — this morning, sir, I say ; 
Colors seen by candle light 

Will not look the same by day. 

When the tabers played their best. 

Lamps above, and laughs below^ 
* Love me,' sounded like a jestj 

Fit for « Yes,* or fit for « No.' 

Call me false, or call me free- 
Vow, whatever light may shine. 

No man on thy fall shall see 
Any grief or change on mme. 
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Yet the sin is on us both — 

Time to dance — is not to woo ; 
Wooer light makes fickle troth ; 

Scorn of me recoils on you ! 

Learn to win a lady's faith 

Nobly, as the thing is high : 
Bravely, as for life or death. 

With a loyal gravity. 

Lead her from the festive boards, 

Point het to the starry skies, 
Guard her by your truthful words, 

Pure from courtships flatteries." 

" By your truth she shall be true, 

Ever true, as wives of yore, 
And her < Yes,* once said to you, 
Shall be * Yes,* for evermore." 

As ber poems Have been reprinted m America, we sball con- 
tent ourselves by quoting some specimens of her success in sonnet 
writing. 

TEARS. 

" Thank Grod — ^bless God: — all ye who suffer not 
More grief than ye can weep for. That is well — 
That is light grieving ! — lighter, none befel 
Smce Adam forfeited the primal lot. 
Team ! what art tears? The babe weeps m its cot. 
The mother singing : at her marriage bell 
The bride weeps : — and before the oracle 
Of high faned hills the poet hath forgot 
That moisture on his cheeks. Commend the grace, 
Mourners, who weep ! — Albeit, as some have done. 
Ye grope tear blinded, in a desert place. 
And t<rach but tombs : — ^look up ! these tears will now 
Soon in long riven, down the lifted face. 
And leave the vimi dear fox itan and mm." 
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TO GEORGE SAND. 



'* True genius, but true woman ! dost deny 
Thy woman's nature, with a manly seonii 
And break away the gaud's and armlets i 
By weaker women m captivity. 
Ah, vain denial ! that revolted cry 
Is sobbed in by a woman's voice forlorn— 
Thy woman's hair, my sister, all unshorn, 
Floats back dishevelled strength in agony, 
Disproving thy man's name ; and while before 
The world thou burnest in a poet-fire. 
We see thy woman-heart beat ever more 
Through the large flame — beat purer, heart ! and higher. 
Till God unsex thee on the spuit shore, 
To which alone uusexing, purely aspire." 

Miss Barrett must pardon our calling attention to ber singularly 
defective rhymes ? We take a few specimens at random : — 

<< A rose once grew within 
A garden, April green, 
In her loneuess, in her loneness. 
And the fairer for that oneness !" 

y On a mission 
To declare the coming vision /" 

" Wheeling o*er me, 
Coronals of motioned glory .'" 

** Singing gladly all the moontide. 
Never waiting for the suntide /" 

" And earth will call her flowers. 
To hasten out of doors .'" 

" Guess him on the happy islands 
Learning music from the silence*'* 
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As many others we could quote ; these examples are all taken from 
the earlier stanzas of *' A Lay of the Early Rose'' 

Our fair poetess must have been thinking of Hudibras : 

" And other deleterious medicineSy 
So those who took them are all dead since J" 

There are also many evidences of affectation, which somewhat mar 
the full effect of her verse : 

'* There, Shakspere, on whose forehead climb 
The crowns o' the world ! Oh, eyes sablimoy 
With tears and laughter for all time !'* 

She is also too much addicted to a slovenly way of writing, which 
in so great an^uthor is doubly vexatious. Mark how the hnes lose 
their force by continually running mto each other. The complete- 
ness of the thought is entirely lost : 

** Euripides, with close and mild 
Scholastic lips, that could be wild. 
And laugh or sob out like a child. 

Right in the classes — Sophocles 

With that king's look which down the treea^ 

Followed the dark effigies 

Of the loud Theban— " 

and so on ! 



The loudness of an American friend, at our request, has ena- 
bled us to lay before our readers some specimens of the correspon- 
dence of this fine poetess^ We feel the more pleasure as it evidences 
the warm feeling which animates her towards this great Republic. 
This, however, must be the case with every mtelligent English 
thinker, for it is imposuble not to admire the energy, sagacity, and 
adveirtwroas spirit of the western Anglo-Sazon^ 

7 
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« The cataracts and mountains yon tpeak of, haye been, are, miglity dnmm 
to me : and th.e irreat people, which, proportionate to that weiieiy, ia spriiiguif 
np in their midst to fill a yet vaster futurity, is dearer to me than a dream. 
America is our brother land, and though a younger brother, aits already in the 
teacher's seat and expounds the common rights of our humanity. It would be 
stransre indeed if we in England did not love and exult in America ; if Englidi 
poets, of whom I am least, if at all — did not receive with a peculiar feeling of 
gratitude and satisfaction, the kind welcoming word of American readers. Be- 
lieve me grateful to America, grateful to your Arctum8,to the memort of yoqr 
victories, must I say ? grateful to the North American Review, grateful penon* 
ally to yourself and your friend, and grateful to all ; will yon assure him of it, 
with no passiiig emotion. It is delightful and encouraging to me to think that 
there, amoncr < the cataracts and mountains,' which I never shall see, and there is 
< dream-lund,' souud the voices of friends ; and it shall be a constant effi>rt with 
me (as I told Arcturus before) to deserve, presently, in some better measure, th^ 
kindness for which I never can be more grateful than now. 

'* We have one Shakspere between us, your laud and ours, have we not? 
and one Milton, and now we are waiting for you to give us another. Niagara 
ought, 

** ' And mtuic bom of miumaring soond 
Shall pass into hia face.' 

In the meantime we give honor to those tuneful voices of your people, which 
prophecy, a yet sweeter music than they utter. You do honor to my verses in 
permitting them to approach and breathe the * sweet air' of Mr. Bryant's. 

" You will wonder a good deal, but would do so lees if you were aware of 
the seclusion of my life, when I teU you that I never consciously stood face to 
face with an American in the whole course of it. I never had any aoii of per- 
sonal acquaintance with an American, man or woman, therefore you are all 
dreamed dreams to me — * gentle dreams,' I may well account you. 

" I do hope, however, that the book promised me, has not, dreamlike,' ifia- 
persed, because that seemed in the promise * a golden dream.' " 



« Wordsworth having been invited or commanded up for the puipus a of 
attending the queen's ball, Rogers lent him a court dress and sword ; and as he 
kissed Victoria's fair hand, she told him that she had never seen him before, and 
was to do so then ? And so do qneens speak to kings ! He is as well as poa- 
s.ble, and reached his seventy-sixth birth day some few days ago. As to Rogem 
who lent him the sword, and who is a patriarch by profession, and several yam 
past eighty, he continues to be young, though the worid robs hia oofian. H« 
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\ aangriiations with the sun, to see it set in the park as he goes out to din- 
ner, and catches the star ligrht as he comes home. How delightful to keep such 
a yoang poet's heart alive to the simplest uses of beauty, after so many fears 
of the world. I do not know him personally — but I hear of his having said the 
other day at a concert — * How sublime ! presently we shall see the angels I' 

** Mr. Lough, the sculptor, has finished a very beautiful reclining figure of 
Southey — but the expression of the face and general attitude is criticised as be- 
ing ambiguous, and suggestive of a painful doubt as to whether the poet 
deeps or dies. A book is falling from his hand — and the strikiug resemblance 
and exceeding beauty of execution are said to increase the painfulness of the 
ambiguity in question. 

** Mr. Home is still m Germany — ^but I expect soon to hear of his return. 
He thought of coming home in April — and here is April on the verge of tum- 
iBginto May. 

'* Mr. Ghortey, of the Atheneum, and * Music and Manners,' has a comedy 
<m the anvil, and a novel of it, which last will appear, it is supposed, in the au- 
tumn at hand. 

" Mr. Browning, with whom I have had some correspondence lately, is full 
of great intentions, the light of the future is on his forehead — also he will turn 
clear I think, as he turns on, he is a poet for posteiity. I have a full faith in 
him as poet and prophet. He talks of going abroad again this summer. 

" Poor Hood is dying ; in a state of perfect preparation and composure, 
among the tears of his friends. His disease has been consumption — is in fact ; 
but the disease is combined with water on the chest, which is expected to bring 
death. To a friend who asked him the other morning how it was with him, he 
answered with a characteristic playful pathos — ' The tide is rising, and I shall 
•oou be m port' It is said of him that he has no regrets for his life, except for 
the unborn works which he feels stirring in his dying brain — a species of regret 
which is peculiarly affecting to me, as it must be to all who understand it — 
Also, it is plain that he has genius greater than anything he has produced — 
and if this is plain and sad to us, how profoundly raelancholly it must be to 
him. The only comfort is, that the end of development is not here. Sir Robert 
Peel wrote a long letter to him lately in a tone of respect and consideration, 
which was honorable to the minister, and relieved him from pecuniary anxiety, 
hf attachmg his pension to the life of his wife, rather than to his own. Poor 
Hood and poor Sidney Smith, how we are losing our Yoricks ! « All dumb !' — 
•AUgone!' 

" Yon will see the announcement of Mrs. Norton's new poem on the * Child 
of the Iriands,' namely, our little Prince of Wales, in which she exhorts him 
fO aU manner of rigfateoosness and justice and proper kingliuess. I have read 
Mm poem only in oztiMte as yet, Imt the melody, and cadence, and eloquenoo 
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of thonglit and ton^e seem very delectable. Tell me what yon think of Mm. 
Butler's poems, which assuredly (at least to my mind's assurance) have more 
poetry in them, properly so called, if less of suavity and. grace. And tell me if 
yon have been taken and charmed as I have been, by the prose romance of 
the * Improvisitore ' translated from the Danish of Andenen by Mary Hewitt, 
and call it prose — but the poetry of it is true and rare." 



'< As to Flush, I thank you for bun ; for being glad that he has not * airiyed 
at the age of gravity and baldness,' and I can assure yon of the feet of his not 
being yet four years old, (the very prime of his life,) and of his haying lost no 
zest for the pleasures of the world — such as eatmg sponge-cake and drinking 
coffee a la creme. He lies by me on the sofa, where I lie and write ; he lies 
quite at ease between the velvet of my gown and the fur of my eouvre-pied, 
and has no wicked dreams, I can answer for it, of a hare out of breath, or of a 
partridge shot through the whirring wiug; if he sees a ghost at all, it is of a lit- 
tle mouse which he killed once by accident. He is as innocent as the first dog 
when Eve patted him. I had a visit the other day from Mrs. Jameson, and was 
delighted with her, of course. She is one of those fervid admu^rs of your Ame- 
rica, who constitute, iu fact, the flower of our England. Harriet Martinean's 
mesmeric experience (and she, by the way, is another instance) m making a 
great noise and sensation here, and producing some vexation among her m^- 
lieving friends. It was, however, worthy of herself, havmg, according to her 
own belief, received a great benefit from means not only questionable, but 
questioned, to come forward bravely and avouch the truth of it l>o yqp be- 
lieve at all? / do, but it is in the highest degree repulsive to me as a subject, 
and suggestive of horror. It is making great way in England, and, as far as I 
can understand, is disputed more by the unlearned than by the learned. Let 
me hear from you — I am, most gratefully, your friend." 



" Wakondah has appeared, and having written to you of the delay in his 
avatar, I write quickly to apprise you of its occurrence, assuring yon, at the 
same time, that if I was obliged to you for your intended gift, my gratitude has 
increased with my knowledge of its value. The poem is a fragment indeed, 
and so fragmentary as to forbid all guessing at the full design and ultimate as- 
pect of the whole ; still there are two great goods obvious in it ; one m, the 
Americanism of the subject, and the other, a force and energy, and nmnaJwial 
majesty of expression and cadence, which are not common qualifications of 
poems, whether American or European ; I am much struck by rach lines as 
these, for instance : 
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*"The riven loiter like a calm-boujod sea,' 
or, 

** * And threatening! full of thought and stedfaat ends/ 
or, 

** * A balk that swallows up the sea-blue sky.' 

And I earnestly hope that Wakondah may attain his full * bulk * as a worthy 
national poem, and be recognised as such on either side of the Atlantic. When 
American poets write, as they too often do, English poems, must not the sad 
reason be that they draw their inspiration from the English poets, rather than 
fnm. the grand omnipresence of nature ; must not both cause and result partake 
of a certain wrongness? I fear so. And all should be hope, and nothing fear» 
in America ! You have room there for whole choruses of poets — Autochthonea 
—flinging out of the ground. You, with your Niagara for a Hippocrene, and 
yoor silent cities of the woods, too old for ruins, and your present liberties, and 
your aspirations filling the future." 



** Before all this, I should have told you that I have heard from Mr. 
Tennyson, and that he uses, in speaking of the newspapers, these words: 
'The criticism is, on the whole, friendly and genial, and I have eyery 
reason to be obliged to the writer.' 

** I am sure you vrill sympathize with many English hearts m my dear 
friend Miss Mitford's distressing embarrassments, as the public prints bring 
to ^onr knowledge; and I can scarcely l>e wrong in telling you that her 
appeal to the tenderness of her friends, and the gratitude of her readers, 
has been answered here with a liberality adequate to our expectations. She 
is admirable in domestic life, admirable in literature, and womankind may 
be doubly prond of her, and the fortune should be worthy of the merit. 

*' I will not write to you any more to-day, you will lose your patience 
with me for ever if I do." 

These passages, for they are but passages from an ample cor- 
respondence, seem to ns to partake of the best characteristics of ihe 
best style of letter-writing ; graceful, various, compact of matter, 
friendly and familiar. They do as much to advance Miss Barrett 
personally in the esteem of the world, as her noble poems have 
done in its admiration. Her cordial liking for America, and her 
lof^ hopes of its progress in literature, must be grateful to all 
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well wishers of that young giant of the west. As of double interest, 
we are permitted to present, in extensu, a copious letter from her 
domestic hearth in Italy, where she has resided smce her marriage. 

" Pita^CkilUgio, Ferdinando. 
** Now ODce for all, and I say once for all, not bo much because my 
hope is desperate of being forgiven, as because, when forgiven, I really mean 
to leave off sinning — I stand before you in sackcloth, praying for absolu- 
tion. Hope is not desperate altogether; for I do thmk that by the time 
you have considered the ' extenuating circumstances ' of my being actually 
married, and of the very imaginable conditions and anxieties which are apt 
to precede such an event in every woman's life when she feels at all, and 
especially when, as in my marriage, the event involves other change — as 
from the long seclusion in one room, to liberty and Italy's sunriiine in these two 
kinds ' — when, for a resigned life, I take up a happy one, and reel under it with 
my head and heart, why you will understand it to be pardonable, I do thmk, that 
I should too have forgotten some obvious social duties, such as writing letterst 
even to such true and tried friends as yourself. Shall I tell you, I find in my 
writing case an unfinished note to you, began before I left England, which I 
did immediately on my marriage — a fragment of a note, begun to inform yo« 
briefly of the position iu which I stood, and of the meaning of my ^ extraoidinA* 
ry conduct ' to you. Now, have not you called it ' extraordinary ' twenty 
times ? But the course of events was too strong and full for me, and I was car- 
ried off my feet before I could.have strength to speak my speech audibly. 8s 
forgive, forgive me. I shall behate better you will find for the future, and mocs 
gratefully, and I begin some four months after the greatest event of my Uls, 
by telling you that I am well and happy, and meaning to get as strong in ths 
body by the help of this divine climate as I am in the qiirit — the 9piriU / so 
much has (rod granted me compensation. Do you not see already that it was 
not altogether the sight of the free sky which made me fail to you before. So 
forgive me for all, all at once, forgive for all. My husband's name will punm 
to you that I have not left my vocation to the rhyming art, in order to marry- 
on the contrary, we mean, both of us, to do a great deal of work, hesides sur- 
prising the world by the spectacle of two poets coming together without quar- 
relling, wrangliug, and calling names in lyrical measures. He is preparing a new 
edition of his collected poems, in which he pays peculiar attention to the objoo- 
tions made against certain obscurities. As for me, the last thing I did was to 
send to Mr. Lowell, who wrote to me a year ago on behalf of the American 
Anti-Slavery Society, (Mrs. Chapman doing the same thing,) the poem which 
they asked for. My conscience has been restless about it ever smce, (whenevsr 
I ihoiight thai way,} but noithsr head nor heart won at liberty m ,M mi^^ ^ ^ 
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4o anything. Wh&t I have sent at last, my belief is, will never be printed in 
America, or will, if it should be, bring the writer into a scrape of disfavor. But 
I did only write cons6ientiously, you know, in writing at all ; and my * Cry of the 
Children,' was not less written against my own country. Your * Man in the Re- 
public ' should have had the article * Slave.' And now let me thank you for the 
pretty minute copy of the last edition, which you had the goodness to send me. 
I was grlad to receive it on every account, and not least as an evidence of the 
saccess of your work. My husband desires me to thank you on his own part, 
for gifts of this sort which you have sent to him, and which he did not know 
how to return his acknowledgements for until the present time, when he is able 
to do so, with your permission, as to my friend and his friend together. Talking 
of friends. Miss Fuller was too late for me ; I have not seen the track of her 
footsteps, otherwise I should have gladly received a woman who had brought 
the sign of your friendship with her, apart from other merits. We live here in 
the most secluded manner, eschewing English visiters and reading Vasari, and 
dreaming dreams of seeing Venice in the summer. Until the middle of April, 
we are tied to this perch of Pisa, as the climate is recommended for the weak- 
ness of my chest, and the repose and calmness of the place are by no means 
unpleasant to those who, like ourselves, do not lack for distractions and amuse- 
ments in order to be very happy. Afterwards we go anywhere but to Eng- 
land — we shall not leave Italy at present. If I get quite strong, I may cross 
the desert on a camel yet, and see Jerusalem. There's a dream for you — 
nothing is too high or too low for my dreams just now. In the meanwhile you 
rage at me for my impertinency as to business, and common sense. I do believe 
that I sent no answer to the proposition of printing a selection from my poems, 
and perhaps by this hour of the day, both booksellers and public have forgot- 
ten me perfectly. If they care a jot for the said proposition, let me know ; for 
I should like to have a voice in the selection of the poems. As to the prose 
▼olume I can't do it here, I am afraid — perhaps nobody cares for that. Tell 
me what you are doing, writing, thinking, because I care for all three. Mr. 
Foe sent me his book, and I had grace enough to send him my thanks — 
though you would not think it of me ! ! ! Ashes I cast upon my head for 
all my misdeeds — now do, do forgive me for all ! — I have Flush with me 
here, and he adapts himself to the sunshine as to the shadow, and when 
he hears me laugh lightly, begins not to think it too strange. As to news, you 
will not expect news from me now — until the last few days, we had not for 
months even seen a newspaper, and human faces divine, are quite * rococo ' with 
me, as the French would say. Mrs. Jameson however travelled with us from 
Paria, and we all went together to do pilgrimage at Vaucluse, where the liv- 
ing water gushes up into the face of the everlasting rock, and there is no green 
thing except Petrarch's memory. Yes, there is the water itself — that is bright- 
ly grten-*-and there are one or two little cypresses. Now she has gone on t» 
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Rome, where Mis. Batler and her sister are reaidhigr. DickeiiB is in Paris — ^Ten- 
uvmh, when I heard of him last, was in Switzerland, and * disappointed with 
the mo^taios.' I wonder how anybody- can be disa]^Mnnted with anything — 
with natore, I mean. She always seems to me (or generally) to leap up to the 
leTel of the heart. Miss Maniuean is gone to Egypt it ai^>earB — all the worid 
IB abroad. And all England is freezing — snch accounts we hear of the cold — 
and then the dreadful details from Ireland — oh, when I write against riayery, 
it is not as one free from the curse — * the curse of Cromwell/ falls upon us also ! 
* Poor, poor Ireland.* But nations, like indiyiduals must be * perfected by suffer- 
ing.' In time we shall slough off our leprosy of the {Hide of money and of rank, 
and be clean, and just, and righteous. Can you read a word I have written ? 
Good pens are in civilized life, and this shadowy p^per we glide through the 
foreigu post office with. 

*^Now shall I hear from you ? My address is, A Madame Browning, Poste 
Restante, Pisa, Italy. Only remember that we shall not be here after the mid- 
dle of April — not at Pisa. A letter might be forwarded, to be sure. We under- 
stand from our dear friend Mr. Kenyon, that Dickens' Christmas story has had 
a great success — nineteen thousand copies in two days. It is criticised howeTsr 
by critical people. Since we came here we have been to the Lanfranchi Pfedace, 
Lord Byron's. The marks of his feet are painted, plastered and gilded out, and 
another Italian family has giren it a name, no longer Lanfranchi. We could 
only pass where the poet had been in the garden, where the Guiccioli used to 
shake the golden ringlets. I brought away some orange leaves. My husband 
ofiers }*ou his regards, — and believe of me, that I am not less your friend, as 

Elizabeth Baerjbtt BnowNiNa. 
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This popular author was bom m February, 1812, at Roches- 
ter ; and passed his early years beneath the shadow of that fine 
old well-preserved ruin, the castle, wandering on the banks of the 
Medway, or listening (we strongly suspect, outside) to the chaunt- 
ing of the cathedral service. 

His father, who was a clerk in the Chatham dock-yard, retiring 
on a pension some years after, came to London, where his cele- 
brated son finished the little education he ever received ; he was 
then articled to a solicitor in Bedford Row, where he formed the 
acquaintance of a reporter engaged in the " Morning Chronicle." 
He soon grew disgusted with the drudgery of the desk's " dead 
wood," and exchanged it for the more exciting life of the public 
press. He, therefore, became one of the staff of the leadmg liberal 
journals, the paper already named. 

Here his sagacity, quickness, and, above all, his skill in seizing 
on the prominent features of a subject, made him one of their most 
useful attaches, and he was generally despatched to attend the 
most important political meetings. f 

In the " Chronicle " appeared those clever sketches which first 
made the name of " Boz" known to the world ; this soubriquet he 
had given to his youngest brother, Augustus, whom he called Mo- 
8689 which, corrupted into Boses, finally became '* Boz«" and^ ^& ^ 

7* ♦ 
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remembrance of fondness for the child, he resolved to adopt it as 
his literary name. These sketches are too well known to need any 
distin(^ criticism ; the sm^rising minuteness of their details, the in- 
genuity with which he selects peculiarities, and by humorous ex£^- 
geration carries them into (he world of caricature, made him at once 
the favorite author of those who read only to be amused. It may 
be doubted whether these sk^ches will not be his chiefest passport 
to fame in future times ; unable to construct a symmetrical plot, his 
larger works grow tedious ; compelled, by the very nature of his 
plan to publish his chapters^eparately, he has confined the artistic 
imity of his novel to the ephemeral necessity of producing some- 
thing very piquant for every number ; the great effects are, there- 
fore, frittered away in the progress of the work, and the crowning 
interest of the climax is divided among twenty numbers, published 
at stated intervals : this unfortunate dilution of an originally strong 
article is avoided in his first production, and the " sketches" will 
probably always reiAain as a record of the life of the lower classes 
of England. 

His next work was a smart brochure, entitled " Sunday under 
three heads," to which he placed the assumed name of " Timothy 
Sparks." Here he lays bare, with an unsparing hand, the hollow- 
ness of that pharasaical sect which endeavored, by legislation, to en- 
force the gloom of a puritanic fast on the christian's cheerful Sab- 
bath. This work, which is not generally known, had prefixed to it an 
ironical dedication to the Bishop of London, who had rendered him- 
self busy in the matter. There are many admirable sketches in this 
little volume, full of point and bitter truth : such as the description 
of a " fashionable congregation of miserable sinners," where the 
levity, foppery and millinerism of the whole assembly of '* prayer- 
ful persons " are depicted with much power and sarcasm. A pic- 
ture in this sketch, of a father fetching home the Sunday din- 
ner from the baker's, with all his little one's hailing him m he 
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eomes up the street, within sight of his own door, is one of those 
graphic touches of low life which places Mr. Dickens far above all 
competition in that inferior class of writing. We have a great ob- 
jection to this eternal painting with mud, instead of colors; intro- 
duced into a story as a part of the whole, it is an agreeable change 
and gives greater effect to the pathetic and loftier portions, as the 
scenes where Dogberry and Verge* figure in Shakspere*s drama of 
" Much ado about Nothing ;V but when this is the entire staple, the 
work becomes degraded to a far lower style of art, and is not the 
representation of life, but only of a particular phase of it ; a Hamlet 
of grave-diggers, or a Henry the Fifth, full of Nyms and Bar- 
dolphs, would be an equivalent in the world of letters to most, if 
not all, of Mr. Dickens' works. 

The writing of " Pickwick " was one of those accidents which 
now and then happens in a " literary life ;" it is, however, an ab- 
surdity to believe that had not this special opportunity occurred, 
the author of " Oliver Twist " would have waited for circumstance 
to ma]^e him a popular writer ; his genius would have created the 
circumstance had it not been oflfered to him without the trouble of 
waiting. It is, however, strictly true that Mr. Dickens was at first 
engaged merely to illustrate the design of Mr. Seymour, the artist, 
who had formed the idea of ridiculing, in a series of engravings, 
that class of pompous dullnesses which strut about society in the 
peacock feathers of a few facts learned by rote, and which they 
consider and call learning ; we are sometimes inclined to agree with 
Lamb, who, when asked by a member of the Royal Society to de- 
fine learning, boldly answered, and maintained for a considerable 
time, that it was the systematic arrangement of ignorance — a gram- 
mar which all solemn fools quoted. Seymour thought that a club 
of Cockneys, travelling about geologizing, botanizing, gormandiz- 
ing, and employed on other equally scientific pursuits, would be 
the most popular vehicle for satirizing that class of ''emphatio 
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nothings" which delight in the appendage to their name of F. 
R. S., A. S. S. or any other mysterious signs which they think have 
the magic power of bestowing learning or distinction. The melan- 
choly termination of the caricaturist's career, soon, however, gave 
to Mr. Dickens the paramount voice in this joint work. 

The suicide of Mr. Seymour was rendered doubly distreseing to 
him, by the fact of his hanng dined with the novelist the very day 
in which he perpetrated this terrible deed of despair. 

He had left Mr. Dickens' house after a merry evening, when 
he had pointed out to Mr. Seymour two passages in the new nom- 
ber which he wished illustrated. Next morning Mr. Dickens was 
surprised at receiving a very early visit from one of his publishers, 
Mr. Chapman. His manner was so agitated that the author^s first 
impression was that he had come to announce a suspension of pay- 
ment. " Good heavens," cried Mr. Dickens, "what is the matter?" 
Mr. Chapman's reply horrified him — " Poor Seymour has destroyed 
himself!" They both started for the ill fated artist's house, where 
they found the melancholy report was too true : there lay the hap- 
less son of genius dead, and the cause of the rash act was perfectly 
apparent to them, for looking round his studio they saw many 
lithographic stones with the designs scarcely commenced, but 
which the sanguine sketcher had represented to his publishers as 
being nearly completed. 

Mr. Dickens' solution of the mystery is, that on his return 
home from dining with him, the contemplation of the heavy ar- 
rears of works he had to do, operating on a quick nervous tempera- 
ment, somewhat excited by wine, produced a temporary delirium, 
under which influence he destroyed himself. Every reader of Pick- 
wick knows that Mr. Browne was engaged to complete the illustra- 
tions, and he has done it with such spirit and felicity that we ven- 
ture to assert very much of Mr. Dickens' popularity is owing to 
the tangible shape in which the artist places the author : in a cer- 
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tain sense his rapid and graphic pencil lends to airy nothing a lo- 
cal habitation and a name. 

Mr. Dickens' next work was Nicholas Nickelby, and during this 
he edited " Bentley's Magazme.'' Here he had a disagreement with 
the proprietor and retired from its management. He, however, fin- 
ished, JEU^cording to his agreement, the tale of Oliver Twist, which 
first appeared in this periodical. The dispute originated in the re- 
muneration he received as editor. Mr. Bentley complains that he 
nearly doubled in less than a year the annual sum he had engaged 
to pay Dickens, and upon his hesitating to comply with another 
increased demand, he threw up the contract altogether. 

The novel of Oliver Twist is certainly the finest piece of con- 
struction Mr. Dickens has given to the world, and notwithstanding 
the revoltmg picture it presents of part of human nature, there is 
little doubt but that its total effect has been beneficial. 

We have been told by English magistrates that they had no 
idea of the infamous system then flourishing, till Dickens attacked 
it, pen in hand : — and several have declared that the recollection of 
Oliver Twist has compelled them to give a more patient and indul- 
gent hearing to the unfortunate orphan, who tossed upon the world, 
falls into the hands of evil men, and becomes their 3upe and their 
victim. In this work he also exposed the ignorance, brutality, and 
conceit of some of the paid officials of London, who are little 
better than an inferior kind of Jeffries, men who bow to the titled 
or wealthy criminal, and who exhaust their indignation and legal 
vengeance on the weak and the destitute offender. The character 
of Mr. Fang in this novel was well known to be intended for Mr. 
Laing, the notorious Bow-street magistrate ; and so conscious was 
he of the resemblance that it was currentl^^ rumored at the time 
that he wrote to *' Boz," inquiring if he intended to personify him 
in this picture. 

Report adds, that Mr. Dickens' reply stated, that Mr. Laing 
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mutt be ihe best judge bow far he felt the cap fitted him. On a 
later occasion Mr. Dickens told us that he intended to hold up to 
the scorn and detestation of his fellow citizens the conduct of Al- 
derman Sir Peter Laurie, who, in the arrogance and stupidity of 
undeserved power declared he would ''put suicide down" — as 
though the terrors of the law would have any effect on the 
phrensied spirit, who fearing not his God, rushed unannounced 
into his presence. When the " Chimes " appeared, the alderman 
Cute, in the book so admirably done, every one acknowledged, 
by acclamation, the likeness to Laurie. The astonished saddler 
roared out in the indignation and vexation of the moment, " I 
wonder Mr. Dickens is so ungrateful to attack me : I have always 
been civil to him, and didn't I, at the last Lord Mayor's ball, lead 
Mrs. Dickens down to dinner ?" — Unhappy Cute ! did not the 
gormandizing noodle see that when the wife of a man of genius 
condescends to honor such a man by accepting a personal attention, 
it is she who confers the favor, and renders him the obliged party ! 

The passage in the Chimes, in which the indignant author ri- 
dicules and denounces the blasphemous folly of putting human 
madness down, is powerfully written, and a good specimen of 
Mr. Dickens' best style. No man can write simpler and stronger 
English than the celebrated Boz, and this renders us the more 
annoyed at those manifold vulgarities and slipshod errors of style, 
which unhappily have of late years so disfigured his productions. 

While we are on this point we may as well allude to the cha- 
racter of Dombey, the hero of Mr. Dickens' last completed month- 
ly novel ; this is well known as intended to represent a shipowner 
and merchant *' not a hundred miles " from Leadenhall-street, in 
whose office a relative of the novelist is clerk. 

The '* little wooden midshipman " of Solomon GilLs with his 
sextant in his untiring hand, with his one foot advanced, and hit 
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coat tails flying badk, may be seen any day two or three doors 
down Leadenhall-street, and immediately facing the office of the 
self- satisfied and arrogant merchant who sat for the portrait of 
Dombey. When the first number appeared the likeness was rea- 
dily recognized by this wealthy merchant's relatives, and he was 
christened Dombey on the spot ; he himself was not averse to the 
" high distinction of being the hero of a work by so popular a 
writer as Mr. Dickens :** we ourselves have seen him blandly smile 
9s the allusion has been made in his hearing ; but as the work pro- 
ceeded, and the heartless mercenary character of a London mer- 
chant was unfolded, his face grew tragically dismal at the slightest 
reference to what had formerly fed his pride ! Alas ! poor little 
human nature, how dreadful to thy ear is the truth when presented 
by another ! — well did the Scotch exciseman show his far-sighted 
knowledge of the heart of man when he wrote 

" Oh would some gentle power gie us 
To see ourselves as others see us !" 

But perhaps in both cases it would only wound self-love, and 
not kill the slumbering devil ! We cannot help in this place 
remarking, that when Mr. Dickens commenced " Dombey " he 
stated to several that, in his new work, it was his intention to 
expose the arrogance and pride of every English merchant, with 
an eye to the correction of those notorious vices. It is evident 
to all that he either lacked the courage or the power to 
achieve so great and praiseworthy an object. It has resulted in 
the miserable failure of grossly libelling and caricaturing one per- 
son, and thus narrowing a great public object to a private end. Had 
the castigator of the Yorkshire schoolmasters, the paid magis- 
trates, the imposter architects, the dandy milliners and the grind- 
in*' usurers, possessed the nerve to teach the arrogant merchants 
of London that their clerks and dependents were worthy better 
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treatment than they recdve at the hands of ihev Egyptian taskmas- 
teiBy Mr. Dickens might have secured a fame which is fast fading 
away under his new dispensation of writing ; hut this narrowing of 
an originally fine and hroad-riewed mind will always happen when 
an author deserts the manly code of his early years, and transforms 
himself into the companion of fashionahle dandies, literary lords 
and heartless millionaires. 

It is unnecessary to follow, seriatim, the progress of so well 
known a writer. His works are familiar to all, and we shall, there- 
fore, confine ourselres to a few critical remarks on his remaining 
productions. 

Few writers of modem times equal Mr. Dickens in the fidelity 
with which he selects some family in low life, and ptunts their por- 
traits; they are complete Dutch pictures; even the tone of voice, 
and the look are given, and the Crummels, the Eenwigs, and the 
Squeers, are daguerreotyped for posterity with an unerring accu- 
racy. When, however, he ventures up<Mi the loftier and more com- 
plex phases of human nature, he miserahly fails, and evidences at 
once that want of umversality which renders him, perhaps, one of 
the most one-sided delineators of the human family that ever en- 
joyed a popular reputation. His want of success in this depart- 
ment was once illustrated hy a sarcastic writer, as reminding him 
of the story <^ the scavenger. 

An old master in that, the dirtiest of sciences, was asked one 
day his opinion of a new and popular apprentice he had. Scratch- 
ing his head, and looking very profound, he uttered in an oracular 
tone of voice, ''In a straightforward piece of business, such as 
sweeping a crossing, he was undeniably great, but when he came 
to a little dainty bit, a loftier kind of fancy work, such as tittivatmg 
round a post, he showed a sad want of genius;*^ so with Dickens 
in low characters; he is wonderfully true, graphic and amusing; but' 
when he comes to a little dainty piece of portraiture, such as a 
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gentleman, or a young lady of birth, breeding, or fashion, or indeed 
of any heroic character, he shows a deficiency of power both in con- 
ception and execution which materially diminishes his chance with 
posterity. 

His powers of description seem to stop short at Cockneys ; his 
heroes are generally men>milliners, and his heroines lackadaisical 
and artificially virtuous nursery maids. He seems to be in an ever- 
lasting scuffle with schoolmasters and boarding-house keepers ; and 
though these are perhaps two very disgusting specimens, we do 
not think they ought to form the Alpha and Omega of mankind; a 
writer whose staple is of this quality will soon exhaust the patience 
of the critics and lower the standard of his readers. 

We notice, with much regret, that a tyrannical schoolmaster 
is a prominent character in his present work, " Copperfield;" sure- 
ly we have had more than enough of Squeers, Blimbers, and 
Creakles. Mr. Dickens herein becomes the libeller. A survey of his 
works woidd lead to the infallible conclusion that all the instructers 
of youth were bad ; we believe that so far as Mr. Dickens' own ex- 
perience of the schoolmaster is concerned it is very limited; we do 
not mean this reproachfully to our distinguished countryman; a 
moment's reflection must convince every one that in proportion 
as art has done little for him, nature has done more; but we 
merely quote it as a singular instance of Mr. Dickens' being unable 
to get beyond his own experience ; he can only describe ; what he 
has seen he can tell ; the retina of his wonderfully observant eye is 
perfect ; his organ of language is full ; the scene is brought before 
you, heightened mto piquancy by his powers of exaggeration ; but 
here he stops. He has no imagination ; he is, in a word, a daguer- 
reotypist, not a great painter. 

If this estimate be correct, it necessarily places the author of 
Pickwick in the second class of literature, and even here not as the 
first, so long as Fielding remains to contest the point. That he ex- 
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oeeds Smollett we feel assured, from a certain instiiict more \ 
ring than all the logical deduction in the world; but ao long as 
breadth and boldness of sketching, force of expression, naturalness 
and brilliancy of coloring are regarded,' the author of Tom Jones 
will always be considered the chief in this department of literature. 
With reference to the unfairness of Mr. Dickens to schoolmasters, 
we must be allowed to offer our own experience against his. Our 
school recollections are the pleasantest part of our existence, and 
we hear few names pronounced with more pleasure and gratitude 
Uian those of Thelwall, Alvey, Gaunt, and Rachham, the names of 
our schoolboy masters. 

It is impossible to avoid noticing the strong family likeness ex- 
isting between the writings of an American author and Mr. Dickens. 
When this was first pointed out to us, with true English partiality 
we, of course, unhesitatingly pronounced him to be an imitator of 
the author of Pickwick, We were, therefore, proportionably sm*- 
prized when, on comparing dates, we found that the American, al- 
though a much younger man, was in th^ field before his brother 
Englishman. It would not be just to accuse Mr. Dickens of being 
an imitator of the transatlantic writer; but the coincidence is 
curious, and as such we invite the attention of our readers to 
the parallel passages. The style is somewhat different, to be 
sure; but with all our English prepossessions we are forced to 
grive the preference to the American ; for it will be seen that the 
latter completes his picture in fewer strokes, is quite as graphic, 
without being so ultra a caricaturist, and has a bolder and more 
philosophical mind. 

Alas! that I should write it! but our friends on the other 
side the water applaud the author of Pickwick to the echo, but 
leave their own countryman in comparative obscurity. Ame- 
rica will always want the highest element of a great and en- 
during nation, so long as she condescends to steal the lite- 
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wture of England, rather than pay her own undoubted men of 
genius. With regard to these extracts, we have only to observe, 
that the humor of the American writer is mfinitely more universal 
than that of the English one. There is nothing comic in the ab- 
straction of a poor child's dinner by a waiter, who had the physi- 
cal force to take it if he felt so inclined, while we can conceive no- 
thing more Shaksperian in its humor than the picture presented of 
a full grown evening party standmg by while a gormandizing func- 
tiooaiy devours before their eyes the great bulk of the delicacies 
provided for their evening's entertainment. The humor in the lat- 
ter case is heightened by the consciousness that they have indi- 
rectly brought it on themselves by their obsequious deference to 
the voracious alderman. The picture is admirably drawn, and not- 
withstanding the laughter it must ever occasion to the reader, we 
defy any critic to put his pen upon a single line, and say it is ex- 
aggerated. 

We offer them both to the critical judgment of any impartial 
critic, be he American or English. 

<* * There's half a pint of ale for you. Will you have it now V 

*' I thanked him, and said * Yes.' Upon which he poured it out of a jug into a 
lar|re tumbler, and held it up against the light, and made it look beautiful. 

« * My eye !' he said. * It seems a good deal, don't it ?' 

« < It does seem a good deal,' I answered, with a smile. For it was quite de- 
lightful to me to find him so pleasant. He was a twinkling-eyed, pimple-faced 
man, with his hair standing upright all over his head ; and as he stood with one 
aim a-kimbo, holding up the glass to the light with the other hand, he looked 
quite friendly. 

<< * There was a gentleman here, yesterday,' he said, ** a stout gentleman, by 
the name of Topsawyer — ^perhaps you know him !" 

" « No,' I said, « I don't think—' 

*'* In breeches and gaiters, broad-brinmied hat, grey coat, speckled choaker/ 
•aid the waiter. 

" * No,' I said bashfully, ' I haven't the pleasure—' 

'* * He came in here,' said the waiter, looking at the light through the tumbler, 
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*oidMwi a glaoi of this ale — tootiiJ order it — I told him not — drank it, and fell 
dead. It was two old for him. It oughtn't to be drawn ; that's the fact/ 

« I was yery much shocked to hear of this melancholy accident, and said I 
thought I had better have some water. 

** * Why you see,' said the waiter, still looking at the light through the tumbler, 
with one of his eyes shut up, * our people don't like things being ordered and 
left It oflfends 'em. But I'll drink it, if you like. I'm used to it, and use is 
eiTerything. I don't think it'll hurt me, if I throw my head back, and take it 
off quick. Shall I?' 

** I replied that he would much oblige me by drinking it, if he thought he could 
do It safely, but by no means otherwise. When he did throw his head back, and 
take it off quick, I had a horrible fear, I confess, of seeing him meet the fate of the 
lamented BIr. Topsawyer, and fall lifeless on the carpet. But it didn't hurt 
him. On the contrary, I thought he seemed the fresher for it. 

'<* What haye we got here?' he said, putting a fork into my dish. * Not 
chops?' 

« ' Chops/ I said. 

*< * Lord bless my soul !' he exclaimed, * I didn't know they were chops. 
Why, a chop's the very thing to take off the bad effects of that beer ! Ain't it 
lucky?' 

« So he took a chop by the bone in one hand, and a potatoe in the other, and 
ate away with a yery good appetite, to my extreme satisfaction. He afterwards 
took another chop, and another potatoe ; and after that, another chop and an- 
other potatoe. When we had done, he brought me a pudding, and having set 
H before me, seemed to ruminate, and to become absent in his mmd for some 
moments. 

" * How's the pie ?' he said, rousing himself. 

" * It's a pudding,' I made answer. 

"« Pudding?' he exclaimed. * Why, bless me, so it is ! What V lookmg 
at it nearer. * You don't mean to say it's a batter pudding !' 

" * Yes, it is indeed.' 

« ( Why, a batter pudding,' he said, takmg up a table-spoon, * is my fayorite 
pudding ! Ain't that lucky ? Come on, little 'un, and let's see who'll get most' 

" The waiter certainly got most. He entreated me more than once to come 
in and win, but what with his table-spoon to my tea-spoon, his dispatch to n^ 
dispatch, and his appetite to my appetite, I was left far behind at the first 
mouthful, and had no chance with him. I never saw any one enjoy a pudding 
so much, I think ; and he laughed^ when it was all gone, as if his enjoyment 
of H lasted stiU." 

Copperjield. Chap. V, 
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'"Hie waflfl of the parlor upon which he had entered were lined all round 
with wen-dressed ladies and gentlemen, sitting as erect as corpses, and gazing 
into the empty space in the middle of the apartment, as if some curious meteo- 
rdoflrica] phenomenon were going on there, m which they all had a special in- 
terest. At the announcement of Puffer Hopkins hy a pale young gentleman at 
the door, the corpses walKd up a little, some twittered spasmodically, a few 
moyed uneasily in their chairs, and by the time Puffer had attained a seat in 
the comer, the company had again subsided into its condition of tomb-like 
lepose* 

''They- were presently, howeyer, again wakened, and with rather more 
miecesB, by the entrance of the host, Mr. Fishblatt himself, bearing before him, 
fiisily, a huge ruffle, which stood straight out from his bosom like a mainsail, 
md secondly, reposing in the shadow of the said ruffle, a black teaboard of pro- 
portionate dimensions, garnished with small jugs or tumblers of lemonade. 

" Mr. Fishblatt walked very erect and majestically, and holding the waiter 
at arms' length, smiling pleasantly, as a gentleman always does when he's en- 
gaged in a business he knows himself to be altogether too good for, but which 
the crisis of affairs requires him to look after, presented it to the ladies all 
aioond, beginnmg at the left hand, as he was bound to do, and skipping ever so 
many thirsty gentlemen who gloated on the small jugs ; and then coming down 
toward the right hand, as he was likewise bound, he allowed the thirsty gentle- 
men to glean from the waiter the tumblers that remained. It is not to be sup- 
posed that Mr. Halsey Fishblatt all this time held his peace ; on the contrary, the 
bearing of the waiter was not a tithe of his toils, for he kept strenuously urging, 
wherever he went, the propriety of taking a tumbler, the necessity of a draught 
of the lemonade to cool themselves, and particularly soliciting and entreating 
the ladies to make a paradise of his (Mr. Fishblatt's) parlors, by enjoying them- 
■elvee with all their might and main. 

** The lemonade had scarcely vanished, and the empty tumblers been ga- 
thered and borne out of sight, when it was announced, to the discomfiture and 
confusion of the company, that the celebrated and distinguished representative 
of the thirteenth ward in the city councils, Alderman Punchwind, by name, 
was in the house, having, as it was understood, done Mr. Fishblatt the honor 
to call in and partake of the agreeable hospitalities that were then and there 
going forward. Mr. Fishblatt, at the thought of so august a presence, recoiled 
a little, bat recovering speedily, a deputation was immediately sent out, con- 
Mrting of Puffer Hopkins and two young gentlemen who wore large watch seals 
and were rather ambitious of office and employment of this kind, to wait upon 
his eminence. In a few minutes a heavy tread was heard upon the stair, a 
commotion in the entry, and m stalked, in a broad-brimmed hat, a portly, ca- 
paetous, and solid gentleman, of such dimensions as to resemble not a little a 
gnat sehobl-globe, stepped out of its brass ring, and taking a walk of pleasure. 
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« In he marched, accompanied by his delegation, who clung doM to his 
gkirts to watch the impression his presence might make on the commonalty 
assembled. 

** Puffer Hopkins had a glimmering reminiscence of a broad-brinuned hat, 
▼eYy much like the alderman's escaping into a pantry at the end of the hall ai 
be came m at the beginning of the evening, worn by Crump— could it be sol 
Crump, the meek secretary who had been so browbeaten in the shower by Mr. 
Blinker. His brows overshadowed by the nuge hat, and his chin buried in a ca- 
pacious collar. Alderman Punchwind paused for a minute at the door, glanced 
about slowly and with an air of solemn importance, and then, without remov- 
ing his hat or uttering a word, stalked across the parlor, proceeded to fill a glasft 
from the sideboard, where relays of refreshments in liberal quantities were aiw 
ranged, and at this moment, deigning to turn around and recognise the company-, 
he intimated by a look that he would drink all their good healths ; which bo 
did, very emphatically, absorbing his wme much as the Norwegian Maelstrom 
might, if it were a corporate alderman and fed at the public charge. Havinff 
disposed of the wine the alderman next devoted his attention to the cake and 
other eatables, of which great batches disappeared from time to time ; with a 
pause now and then, to allow him to vary the entertainment with a friendly 
return, just to show he hadn't forgotten it, to the decanter ; which proceedings 
were watched with painful interest by Mr. Fishblatt's guests — who were hor- 
rified at the miraculous disappearance of the provisions for the party, and who 
looked upon the performance much as they would at the elephant, at the ma- 
nagerie, feeding with a bale or two of hay, or the pagan anaconda at the mu- 
seum, lunching on a paur of fowls and a live rabbit, without so much as a grace 
to the meal. 

" As soon as Alderman Punchwind had concluded his corporate banquet by 
stripping the board of something more than two-thirds of its contents, solid and 
liquid, he wiped his lips, and marching steadily toward the centre of the rooms 
there planted himself by the side of a coltmin and looked abroad upon the 
company, fixing his eye, now and then, with peculiar sternness, on some young 
lady who happened to be fairer than her neighbors. 

" After he had enjoyed this recreation for some time, various members of 
the company were brought up by Mr. Fishblatt, and introduced (by consent) 
to the distinguished functionary, who kept his ground manfully and received 
them all with an air oi bland and gracious condescension ; allowing each of 
them to take him by the hand, and to enjoy a few minutes' contemplatioii 
of his very classic and expressive features, and then pass off, making room 
for others." 

Piiffer HojMm, Ch0p.IX, 
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We do not mean, nor -wish to detract from the well deserved re- 
pntation of Mr. Dickens — all we ask is fair play for every author, 
there is room enough in the world for all ! We shall conclude this 
by observing, in order to prevent the possibility of any retort, that 
the American alderman's gobbling up the destined feast of the even- 
ing party, bad five years the start of the waiter's feat in Copperfield. 
We shall treat more of these accidental coincidences when we come 
to consider the writings of Cornelius Mathews in their proper place. 

To return to Mr. Dickens : — it would be a curious study to go 
carefully through the works of every popular author, and trace 
the predominance of that peculiarity or excellence which first 
brought him into notice : having contrasted Mr. Dickens with an 
American contemporary, and found that there could be no imita- 
tion in the matter, more especially on the other side of the Atlan- 
tic, we will compare him with an English author with whom he 
is on familiar terms. 

A leading distinction between Dickens and Thackeray is the 
eadness of the latter compared with the partisanship of the other. 
Thackeray is a calm, observant, indifferent spectator, with a man of 
the world's aspect for the conventionals of life, and in spite of his 
sarcasms it is evident he entertains the opinion of Candide, that 
this is the best of all possible worlds. His paradise is a club life, 
with ragouts, parties and the most recherche of wines ! His bower 
of bliss is an opera box. He looks at mankind through a lorgnette 
as he lounges on his seat^ or enjoys the distinction of being safely 
ensconced in the Athenaeum, while he observes the mob pass by 
the window. 

Dickens is a poet and a zealot — with more humor than wit, 
and is totally destitute of sarcasm. He can vituperate, not 
sneer ! and like most humorists, he has a tendency to exaggera- 
tion. We all know that a certain degree of exaggeration is ne- 
tTtifiniy to get the reader up to the author's mark, but we maintain 
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that Mr. Dickens magnifies till it becomes so apparent as to expose 
itself. It may be necessary for an actress to rouge to a certain ex- 
tent to counteract the ghastly effect of the broad stage-lights on the 
human countenance, but what should we say of her who daubed it on 
indiscriminately and unsparingly, giving as much to the nose as the 
cheek ? So with the author, he composes in a glow, and beholds 
things immensely brighter than it will appear to the coldness, stu- 
pidity, or apathy of the common reader 1 Mr. Dickens' humor is 
Falstaffian, we admit, but he too frequently stuffs the fine old knight 
so much as to make him httle better than a heap of old clothes ; he 
buries the man in the buck basket truly, but he also requires him to 
wear them content, but like the grave-digger in Hamlet, he has too 
many waistcoats to be funny. Still there is heart and feeling in all 
this, and while the judicious blame the artist for his sacrifice of 
truth and nature, they laugh at the outrageousness of the distor- 
tion. Thackeray, on the other hand, never loses his temper or his 
judgment, Dickens often does : both scourge the oflfender, but the 
first does it from liking the office, and the other because he is 
angry, and thinks the culprit deserves it. In Vanity Fair the lash 
is always ringing on the back of the unhappy victim, but it is ap- 
plied with the calculating prudence of the slave-driver, with a 
physician's regard for the life of the subject: he keeps him alive 
for further operations, and for future punishment. Dickens bat- 
ters his opponent in a passion and gives up when tired : he rails 
and vituperates all the time, while Thackeray, with more severity, 
tortures at leisure. Both fish : but one pulls his trout out of the 
water at once and despatches it, while the other keeps it on the 
hook and drowns it by swimming. Dickens administers capital 
punishment on the spur of the moment ; Thackeray imprisons for 
life, and racks his prisoner occasionally by way of amusement. 

'Becky is as cold and wicked — ^as Quilp is a monstrous abor- 
tion—Thackeray is a Mephistophiles ; Dickens a Faust !— One has 
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most head, the other most heart ! Both are great observers, but 
they look different ways. The observation of Thackeray is parti- 
cular, that of Dickens general ; while one is content to regard only 
the ailificial, the other narrowly chronicles the natural. 

A modem critic has called Mr. Dickens the Hogarth of au- 
thors, and we think the epithet one of which the novelist may 
well be proud. In " Oliver Twist " we are perpetually reminded 
of the fact, and we can conceive nothing more perfect in the way 
of amusement than a novel written by Charles Dickens in his best 
manner, and illustrated by William Hogarth ! 

Among the scenes of that great fiction, one of the most 
touching things we ever read, is the scene where the poor 
sweet-hearted consumptive child, who is weeding the garden 
before any one else has risen, climbs up the gate, and putting his 
little arms through, clasps Oliver round the neck, wishing him 
**good bye" with a brother's kiss. They had both been beaten 
and starved together, and in the little child's "good bye — God 
bless you," rushed a world of thought, and old feelings enough to 
drown the voice of a poor law commissioner in tears. 

Ittis in touches like this that Mr. Dickens is so superior to the 
rest of his contemporaries : he often conveys a crowd of asso- 
ciations in a line, but too often takes a page to reiterate what de- 
stroys the whole effect of his previous effort. He leaves nothing 
to the reader's imagination : indeed he so overpaints his picture as 
not imfrequently to obliterate the original and successful design. 
Numberless instances of this might be given : we content our- 
selves by calling the reader's attention to the description of Ruth's 
pudding making, too well known to quote. 

Mr. Dickens tells a story remarkably well, and being a good 
numic, he often imparts to the narrative the reality and vivacity of 
life: the anecdote of Macready and Prichard is one of his most suc- 

8 
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cessful efforts : we have the more pleasure in relating this as, it 
shows under cover of an apparent icy reserve, 

" Still glows the wannth of genial heat 
In stem Macalpine's breast." 

While we are on this " trail," we may as well relieve our re- 
collection of another anecdote, illustrating the peculiarities of two 
men so well known as Wordsworth and the great tragedian. 

Mr. Macready on his return from some engagement in Edinburgh 
called on Wordsworth, and was persuaded by the old bard to re- 
main all night : they wandered about, talked of the drama, and 
parted, «mutuall J pleased with each other. Shortly afterward, a 
friend who knew Macready intimately, inquiring of Wordsworth 
what he thought of his visiter, received from the aged poet the fol- 
lowing account. " I was much pleased with him indeed. He is a 
quiet, modest, unassuming man : without the slightest taint of con- 
ceit — ^in short, I gathered from what he said, about acting, that he 
is a bad actor, and he knows it : between ourselves, he confessed 
as much to me." Our friend's amusement may be easily conceived 
at this instance of the Poet Laureate's discrimination ; it is, h^ever, 
ja eurious instance of Mr. Macready's *' private theatricals." 

To return, however, to the story in question, which shows the 
(Cminenft actor in a very amilible pdnt of view ; the simplicity of his 
.guest is tr«ly ludicrous. 

A gentleman, of the name of Prichard, having bailed as an 
;^tor, settled down into the more useful occupation of stage-man- 
JELger of Drury Lane Theatre. He had the peculiarity of being an 
^extravagant admirer of edebrity, but the chief idol of his worship 
(was Mr. Macready. His delight was intense when he heard that 
^e great tragedian was engaged to play a number of his favorite 
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eharacters. It seemed to be an honor to hear him talk. He resolved, 
therefore, to show him every attention. 

On Mr. Macready's first visit hi was ahnost driven to despair 
by the reserved manners of the actor, who seemed a fr6zen man 
with the powers of locomotion. He, notwithstanding, paid unremit- 
ting attention to the hero of his worship : looked to the fire m his 
dressing-room, placed lofty wax tapers there, and by a thousand 
delicate services expressed his deference. After a week's perse- 
yeraooe he was rewarded by an inclination of his idol's head. A 
few days more the face ripened into a smile : then came a more 
rapid thawing ; and one morning Mr. Macready was so touched by 
the deferential respect and attention of the stage-manager that he 
actually spoke to him, " Good morning, Mr. Prichard." Balaam was 
not nibre astounded at his donkey's speech, than Prichard at his 
lion's condescension — ^in a little time it ripened into ** Good morning, 
Prichard !" and one morning, never to be forgotten by the obsequious 
Prichard, Mr. Macready said, "Prichard, you don't look well; 
you want a change of air ! I have a Uttle cottage at Elstree ; come 
down on Saturday and stay till Monday." In a state of speechless 
rapture the admiring stage-manager accepted the invitation. Never 
minutes crawled so slowly as those which intervened; at length the 
blissful time arrived, and in a state of joyful trepidation the highly 
honored man mounted the stage that was to convey him to this ter- 
restrial seventh heaven. No monarch on his throne sat with a 
greater pride. He looked as though he felt all the passengers knew 
he was going to see Mr. Macready. His look seemed to proclaim, 
** Gentlemen, I am actually going on a visit to the great Mr. Ma- 
cready — what do you think of that !" In due time he was depo- 
sited at the door of the cottage. Mr. Macready received him at the 
porch, led him to the parlor, and then told his servant to show 
Mr. Prichard his room. In this neat little dormitory the bewildered 
Ttsiter endeavored to calm the tumultuous rapture of his mind. Af- 
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ter some little delicate devotion to his toilet he descended to the 
parlor, where he was mtroduced to Mrs. Macready. " My dear, 
this is my kind friend, Mr. PriAard, whose attention to me at the 
theatre I4iave named to you." Mrs. Macready, in her usual lady- 
like manner welcomed him. Mr. Prichard flowered a httle and 
said, " The pleasure he felt in showing his respect for so resplen- 
dant a genius as Mr. Macready was his greatest happiness and re- 
ward," <fec. He was interrupted in his blushing and glowing enu- 
meration by the tragedian's saying, ** We don't dme till six, we 
shall have time for a stroll in the garden and paddock." Mr. Ma- 
cready pointed out in his sententious way the wonders around. 
" That is my little paddock — there is my boy's horse — there is a 
small hen." Mr. Prichard put forth a word or two of rhetoric. 
" How blissful for a man of genius, tired with the fret and f^er of 
the world to retire, and in the calm seclusion," and so on. Mr. 
Macready nipped this fine crop of oratory by saying, " That's a 
cow, it supplies our family with milk." ** Happy cow, (exclaimed 
the manager,) to supply so great a man's family with milk." Prich- 
ard in the intense adoration of the minute wished himself a cow ! 
As Jupiter for love of I6 turned himself into a bull, so would 
Prichard have done the synonymous for Mr. Macready. 

Behold Mr. Prichard actually seated at the same table with Mr. 
and Mrs. Macready ! In the course of the evening the courteous host 
happened to say to this simple-minded manager, " Prichard, make 
yourself at home ; ask for whatever you want ; I have a warm bath 
in the house ; one would, I am sure, do you good ; if you think so, 
you have only to ring ; tell my man ; — it is prepared in a minute 
— now don't stand on any ceremony — ^it is no trouble." 

Dinner passed off; Mr. Macready was condescending — the ma- 
nager seemed translated ; towards midnight he was led to his room 
by his hero, and told that he was to consider himself at home, and 
do as he liked. Left alone, he gave himself up to a variety of pleanng 
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reflections; lapped in this reverie, time slid on unconsciously; at last 
the words of Mr. Macready, ** a warm bath will do you good ; it 
giyes no trouble ; it is prepared in a minute " fastened upon him with 
a fatal fascination. " It will do me good " involuntarily exclaimed 
Prichard ; " I feel overpowered with the sensations that have rushed 
through me; I will have one; Mr. Macready pressed me to take 
it; he will be offended if I don't; I would not wound his feelings 
for the world." His hand instinctively pulled the bell; like fear in 
Collin's Ode, 

** He back recoiled, he knew not why, 
E*en at the $ound himself had made." 

The tinkling ceased ; dead silence ; again the bell was rung louder ; 
no one came ; Prichard gave up the idea of his bath and thanked 
the abortive ringing; at length, just as he was preparing to get 
into bed there was a rap at his door with a half sleepy ** Did you 
ring, sir?" "I should like to have a warm bath," faintly ejacu- 
lated Prichard, half suspecting the absurdity of the request ; " A 
warm bath, sir ?" said the servant. " Yes, Mr. Macready said I 
coujd have a warm bath." The servant vanished, and went to his 
master's bed-room door and rapped ; the great actor was sleeping, 
no doubt dreaming of histrionic triumphs, with no Astor House 
in the vista. 

Mrs. Macready was the first to hear this unusual sound. She 
listened a mmute space, then touching the modern Macbeth's arm, 
said, " William, what is that 1" a deep guttural growl was the res- 
ponse. ^ 
" Again the lady at his side • 
Her soul-subduing voice appUed." 

*' William, pray wake, I tell you I hear a noise. I thought I heard 
a bell ring twice before ; William, pray wake, I am getting alarmed." 
When Mr. Macready was thoroughly awake, he sat up^in bed. 
'*Who is that?" said he, "Me, sir," said the servant, "What do 
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yon mean by disturbing ns in the middle of the night ?" *' Please, 
air, Mr. Prichard wants a warm bath !" ** A warm bath !" gasped 
his master, " does he know it is the dead waste and middle of the 
^ aijght? a warm bath, ha ! ha !" continued he, *' was there no pond 
on his load hither that he could have washed in ? a warm bath, 
hah ! hah ! Bouse all the servants ; let him have hi^ bath ; a bath ! 
« bath ! his kingdom for a bath !" saying this he sunk hysterically 
on the pillow. 

In 1836 Mr. Dickens married Miss Catharine Hogarth, and to 
an human appearance the union has been a happy one; they 
have a family of seven children, the eldest a boy of about twelve 
yean. His two last boys he has named after Alfred Tennyson and 
Francis Jeffreys, a piece of vanity unworthy so shrewd an observer 
of human nature. 

In 1843 he visited America, but this is too well known to 
need any reference to beyond the mere fact. We may, however, 
toy in passing, that much of the unsatisfactory nature of that 
visit is chargeable to the injudicious course taken by the very 
respectable body of gentlemen, who, totally ignorant of the pecu- 
liar temperament of the distinguished novelist, somewhat officious- 
ly, though doubtless with the best intentions, took charge of him, 
and, in short, placed him under a complete surveillance, which 
impeded that free observation and genial intercourse with the mass- 
es which is absolutely necessary to the formation of a just opinion 
of the American people. 

He has smce passed a year in Italy, and another in Switzerland. 
He is fond of a trip to Paris, but the volatile manners of that vi- 
vacious nation seem to escape him, or baffle his powers of fixing on 
the canvas. It may be that he is unable to depict the finer traits of 
more pohshed life, and therefore wisely chooses the coarser and 
more boldly developed features of English and American manners 
to jMUDt from ; be it as it may, it is only as a sketcher of low life 
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tbait lie will descend to future times, and in this point of view he 
will be valuable to the future dramatist and historian to supply 
them with the manners and peculiarities of that class of mankind 
which constitutes the majority of the human race. ^ '' 

Mr. Dickens in private life is good-tempered and hospitable ; 
he has a striking face; his hair is dark and long; his eye, which 
is the great fact of his countenance, is hazel ; he is rather imder 
the middle size, is neatly made, and very active ; his favorite time 
for composition is in the morning ; he writes till about one or two ; 
limches, then takes a walk for a couple of houf s, returns to dinner, 
and gives the evening to his own or a friend's fireside. 

He is a very gay dresser — eschews collars — rejoices in bright 
scarlet rolling facings to his waistcoat — is as fond of rings and gold 
chains as a Mosaic Jew. Indeed he dresses in a manner which, if 
indulged in by another, would inevitably call forth some of his 
genial banter. He is fond of country d«nces and similar amuse- 
ments. By his own fireside he is as ploasant and companionable 
as his warmest admirer could wish : his conversation, however, is ' 
not what might be expected from a man so justly celebrated : he 
tells a story well, and with ever fresh variations or humorous ex- 
aggerations. He is a strong admirer of Tennyson and Browning ; 
we have heard him declare that he would rather have written the 
'* Blot in the 'Scutcheon " than any work of modem times. We 
have heard similar high admiration expressed on the other side of 
the Atlantic. Taking this for what it is worth, it still shows how 
highly that unpopular poet is esteemed by some of the leading 
intellects of England and America. 

Mr. Dickens lives in good style in. the Regent's Park, and is 
reported to live *' not too wisely, but too well." Men of quick feel- 
ings and ardent sympathies are not expected to be Cocker's Arith- 
metic in the flesh, or to have the calculating mmd of a London 
or a New- York merchant. 
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Hu abominates argument ; delights in walking the crowded 
thoroughfares of life, and noting the humors of his fellow-crea- 
tures. He has a strong sympathy with all the oppressed classes, 
and has no toleration for the misanthrope or the cold-hearted aris- 
tocrat. He now and then administers a little gentle rebuke to af- 
fectation, in a pleasant but unmistakeable manner. We remember 
an instance where he silenced a biUous young writer, who was in- 
veighing against the world in a very " forcible, feeble manner ;" 
during a pAuse in this philippic against the human race, Dickens said 
across the table, in tlie most self-congratulatory of tones: "I say, 

, what a lucky thing it is you and I don't belong to it ? It 

reminds me," continued the author of Pickwick, " of the two men, 
who on a raised scafibld were awaiting the final delicate attention 
of the hangmrm ; the notice of one was aroused by observing 
that a bull had got into the crowd of spectators, and was busily 
• employed in tossing one here, and another there ; whereupon one 
of the criminals said to the other, * I say. Bill, how lucky it is for 
. us that we are up here.' "" 

In general, however, his remarks are not happy. Notwithstand- 
ing this appanint theoretical sympathy with the lower classes, he 
pays an absurd deference to men of rank, and thinks no dinner 
table complete without a lord, or a very rich merchant or banker. 
This has been decidedly injurious to his writings; it has cramped 
his hand *• and checked the thunder in mid volley." 

A little anecdote will illustrate this " amiable weakness " better 
than a lengthened discjuisition. 

An acquaintance of his, calling one morning upon a celebrated 
writer, distinguished for his plain speaking, was astonished by the 
latter stiying, in his most plaintive Scotch, in the course of conver- 
sation, *• Poor Dickens ! I am sorry for him ; I could have better 
spared a better mon !" "You amaze me," replied the other, "why, 
I saw him last week, in good health. For God's sake tell me all 
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about it — when did he die ?" " Die, mon !" roared the philosopher, 
" I neyer said he was dead ; I meant that it was all over with him 
aa a great author." "What do you mean?" inquired the visiter. 
•* Why, I mean this, he has dined with a real live lord, and it's in 
the newspapers ! I say agam, I am truly sorry for poor DickensM" 

His most intimate companions are Mr. Macready, Forster, Ro- 
gers, Landon, Harley and Talfourd ; his acquaintance, however, 
extends throughout the whole range of the literary circles. 

^Notwithstanding the attention he receives from a few of the 
nobility, such as Earl Carlisle, Denman and Ashley, he is unpopu- 
lar with the fashionable circles, and is merely asked as they would 
invite Tom Thumb, the Siamese Twins, or any other lusus naturae, 
merely to increase the dramatic attractions of the evening ; but the 
weakness of feeling flattered by the attentions of rank or wealth, is 
a common failing with most men, especially when they have sprung 
from a humble class in society, and where the mind is deficient in 
the highest qualities, or not fortified by great self-respect ; of this 
latter requisite, Mr. Dickens has less than most men so widely re- 
nowned. To sum up his capabilities in a few words : as a man, he 
is good-tempered, vain, fickle, which makes him at times appear to 
be insincere ; on the other hand, it must in justice be stated that he 
forgets with kindly facility an offence ; but the impression on the 
minds of those who have known him longest is, that he is deficient 
in all those striking quahties of the heart which sanctify the me- 
mory of man. As an author, we have given our opinion of him, and 
stated our reasons. A few years will probably modify his position 
as compared with such writers as Carlyle, Browning, Tennyson, 
Miss Barrett, Bailey, and many other of his contemporaries. He 
will, however, always hold a commanding position in his own pe- 
culiar department of composition. 

We must not forget to mention that, misled by his fame, Mr. 
Dickens tried his hand on dramatic composit\ow>^3cAN^\<i\fc^^^2t^^> 

8* 
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"vdiich was acted at the Lyceum. As might be expected, from his 
want of constructive power, it was unequivocally condemned ; this 
settles the question as to the author of Copperfield being a writer 
of the first class. It is a curious fact that all the first intellects of 
the age have been progressive ; now with the writer before us, his 
first two works are unmistakeably his best. 

In 1846 Mr. Dickens was persuaded by some friends to become 
the editor of a newspaper called the " Daily News," then about to 
be established as a rival to the " Times," on the liberal side of poli- 
tics. On January 26 th, of that year, the first number appeared, but 
after conducting it for three or four weeks the novelist found the 
pursuit distasteful, and retired from its management. It was said, 
at the time, that his salary was one hundred pounds per week, an 
amount equal, we are told, to an entire yearns pay of many men of 
talent for editing leading daily papers in New- York. 
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The author of ** Ion " is a very singular instance of the power 
of circumstance to elevate a man to a considerable station in litera- 
ture, without the possession of any exclusive qualifications. Totally 
destitute of poetical genius, he has risen to be considered as a suc- 
cessfid dramatist ; and while others have struggled for jears to get 
their noble tragedies on the stage, without success, the writer of such 
artificial elaborations as '' Ion " and ** Glencoe," has no difficulty at all 
in the matter ; nevertheless, there is no instance of any of the learned 
Sergeant's plays being any more than endured. It is certainly an 
anomaly in human nature that the theatrical world appear to pre- 
fer a dramatist, or a manager, in proportion as he has failed. On 
what other principle can we regard the conduct of the proprietors 
of Drury Lane, who invariably prefer Mr. Bunn to any other lessee, 
although it is notorious that they seldom or never get their rent 
from him. Every attempt has been a total and scandalous failure. 

The father of Mr. Talfourd was a respectable brewer in Read- 
ing, and married the daughter of Mr. Thomas Noon, a dissenting 
nunister, who having officiated over an independent congregation 
oF that town for thirty-three years, died only a few days previous 
to the birth of his grandson, which took place on the 26th Janua* 
ry, 1795. 

Having passed through the earlier years of childhood, he was 
tent to the Protestant Dissenting Granvrnw ^OaacX ^\.'^K^'^^> 
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which after a probation of two years, he quitted for the Public 
Grammar School of Reading, presided over by Dr. Valpy. 

It was here that he abandoned tha ranks of the Dissenters and 
openly joined the Church of England, to whose doctrines he had 
for some time inchned, on account of the superior toleration of its 
discipline. It has been said that he was chiefly moved to this step 
by his love for drama, which was unequivocally prohibited by the 
Dissenters. It was also at this academy that he first displayed his 
liberal tendencies in pohtics, which was evidenced by his publish- 
ing in the ** Statesman " newspaper some verses to Sir Francis 
Burdett, on his liberation from the Tower of London. Under the 
fostering and correctinf^ influence of his schoolmasters, he published 
a small volume of poems on various subjects. This comprised the 
" Indian Tale," " The Ofiering of Isaac, a sacred drama," speci- 
mens of a didactic poem on ** The Union and Brotherhood of Man- 
kind." The most striking verses in the volume were some written 
** On the Education of the Poor," on the occasion of a visit to that 
establishment by the celebrated " Joseph Lancaster." 

In 1813 he came to London, and placed himself with Chitty, 
the well known jurist : with him he continued four years, and it is 
said materially helped him with his celebrated work on " Criminal 
Law." This is, however, doubtless an exaggeration, and takes its 
source from the fact, perhaps, of the young and officious lawyer hav- 
ing occa^onally volunteered to correct the proofs. We all know what 
a vain-glorious man may make out of this simple ser\'ice ; it reminds 
us of a story told of a self-impoitant friend of Wordsworth ; he had 
asked the great sonneter (for really in sonnets Wordsworth is great) 
to let him look over the proofs to save the eyesight of the old 
bard from that mechanical drudgery. When the volume appeared 
in its chocolate-colored title, the infinitesimal editor of misprints 
said, upon hearing some person recite with great gusto the famous 
sonnet to 
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'* The world is too much with ns late or soon.'* 

He cried out — " Ah, that is a fine sonnet, if you like, I helped him 
there!" "You interest me," said^the reciter; "did you help Mr. 
Wordsworth in that magnificent burst ? What part did you con- 
tribute ?" " Why, sir," said the other, " I added the semicolon at 
the close of the tenth line." " Good Lord — what would the thing 
be worth without that semicolon ?" 

In the same year he wrote for a publication called the " Pamph- 
leteer" a paper entitled "An Appeal to the Protestant Dissen- 
ters of Great Britain on behalf of the Roman Catholics," to this 
succeeded his reply to Cobbett, who had objected to the Unitarian 
Relief Bill, then agitated in Parliament. "Strictures on Capital 
Punishment — on the nature of justice — the legitimate design of 
penal institutions — observations on 'the pillory — and a strong pro- 
test against the act for regulating royal marriages." 

But the most interesting production of his was a paper he pub- 
fished in 1815, entitled "An Estimate of the Poetry of the Age." 
In this he claims for Mr. Wordsworth the honor of being the first 
of the modem poets. Considerable merit is due to the youthful 
critic for the boldness of this article, for it appeared at a time when 
the full tide of popularity ran dead against the author of Peter 
Bell, and Talfourd claims the merit of being the first to openly re- 
cognise his great claims on the public. 

When he quitted Mr. Chitty, in 1817, he became a contributor 
to the Retrospective Review, and to the Encyclopaedia Metro- 
politana. The papera on " Homer, the great tragedian," and the 
" Greek Lyric Poems," are by him. He amused the leisure hours^f 
his life from 1820 to 1832 in writing for the New Monthly Maga- 
zine, the Edinburgh Review, and the London Magazine. The life 
of Mr. Radcliffe, prefixed to his posthumous works in 1826, was 
also from his pen. It was about this time that he edited ail edition 
of " Dickenson's Guide to the Quarter SessloiiS." 
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We ought to have named that, in 1821, he was called to the 
Bar by the Society of the Middle Temple, and after four or five 
years of successful practice as a j)leader, he joined the Oxford Cir- 
cuit and Derbyshire Sessions, and obtained a valuable practice. In 
1833 he was made sergeant-at-law, with a patent of precedence ; 
he also became Recorder of Banbury. 

In 1822 Talfourd married Rachel, the daughter of John Towell 
Butt, and he has a numerous family by her ; although nothing can 
be more unlike than their dispositions, they live together in the hap- 
piest possible state. The sergeant enjoys, perhaps, the largest cir- 
cle of literary acquaintances of any man of the day. 

We now approach the great literary event of Talfourd's life, 
the publication of his classical drama of "Ion;" he had been for 
many years engaged on this Subject, which is taken from Euri- 
pides. Towards the close of 1834 he had it "printed for private 
circulation," and took his stand as an author. When it is borne in 
mind that the learned sergeant was in his fortieth year, it might 
naturally be expected after so long a gestation, and at his mature 
years, his genius, if he had any, would have produced something 
better than a diluted Greek poem, although the execution should 
be so correct as to mislead the critics into a belief of its being 
"classical." It is somewhat amusing to hear how the epithet of 
" classical " is bandied about ! It is a common trick of half educat- 
ed men to call very tame writing, if tolerably grammatical, by that 
name; it would seem that in their estimation all that was required 
to be classical was to have a total absence of force and poetical 
s^rit; in their dictionary the word means tame, cold, spiritless, 
correct— in short, level writing, according to Lindley Murray ; they 
forget that the great gods of classical literature are Eschylus, So- 
phocles, Euripides, Anacreon, among the Greeks ; — ^and Virgil, Ho- 
race, Catullus, Titullus, <fec. among the Romans. How far the amia- 
ble aij^r of " Ion " partakes of these great writers, we must leave 
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the Critics .who dub him classical to demonstrate. We do not make 
these remarks out of any captious wish to derogate from the merit 
of " Ion," which is really what JMr. Wordsworth once described 
a " very pretty tragedy f^ although we might remark, by the way, 
that the distinguishing characteristic of tragic writing is not 'pret- 
tiness, but rather the reverse ; in a word, it is the highest merit of 
a tragedy not to be pretty. 

An elaborate review of this work appeared in the Quarterly 
Review, which was eminently favorable, and on the 26th May, 1836, 
it was produced under the evasive aspect of being performed for Mr. 
Macready's benefit at Covent Garden Theatre ; he subsequently 
produced the " Athenian Captive," and " Glencoe,** but with very 
moderate success. The admirable acting of Macready will always 
render these plays endurable, but their artificial nature, both of 
manner and matter, will never allow them to take hold of the pub- 
lic mind. His most readable works are " Vacation Rambles," and 
his "Life and Letters of Charles Lamb." 

As a pleader, he is an ornament to the legal profession; no wit- 
ness can accuse him of bullying and badgering ; no client can say he 
took the fee like Sir William Follett, and many others, and then 
forgot to work the case. No lawyer can charge him with lending 
his great talents to a villany ; he has been known to refuse a brief, 
if he suspected foul play ; and in his addresses to the jury he has 
tiever been known to asperse the character of his opponent, or of 
imy witness, without he was compelled by the self-evident turpi- 
ttide of the party. As a lawyer, we have been told he was as sound 
ais naost of his brethren, although his reputation as a poet, we have 
reason to state, has prevented many a brief from reaching his hand. 
It seems to be an infatuation with the lower orders of human mind, 
when a man shows himself to be capable of doing something above 
their peculiar handicraft, that they immediately have a suspicion of 
Ms iniulequacy for the lou>er pro/essioh. 
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One of the most felicitous instances of pleading in modem times 
was his defence of Macready against Mr. Bunn. That trickey man- 
ager had engaged the eminent tragedian, at a large salary, for fifty 
nights. After a few performances, finding he was losing money, 
he resolved to annoy Macready by every means in his power, fully 
trusting that the actor's well known irritability woidd lead him to 
break the contract. He commenced on a petty scale, such as plac- 
ing only one common, dim-looking candle in his dressing-room, and 
by a variety of trifling annoyances of a like character ; finding these 
had no effect, he resolved on a larger sphere of action. 

He put his name down in the " Taming of the Shrew " as an after- 
piece, playing a farce before it. Mr. Macready at first remonstrated, 
but suspecting the villany of the lessee, he consulted Mr. Forster, 
and the sergeant, who advised him to play the character of Petru- 
chio even under these provoking circumstances. 

Mr. Bimn finding this had no effect, hit upon a scheme which 
he resolved to put in practice the next night. Mr. Macready was 
performing "Richard III," and had gone through the first four 
acts in his usual manner, reserving his energies for the close of that 
magnificent drama. Mr. Macready at the end of the fourth act had 
retired to his dressing-room, and was sitting, waiting the call-boy, en- 
rapt in a pleasing reverie as to the effect he was about to produce 
on the audience in the next act. 

Time flew on, when to his surprise the orchestra commenced 
the overture to the pantomime. Starting up, the mimic tyrant went 
to the door of his dressing-room and demanded the reason. Pre- 
sently a man came with a message from Mr. Bunn, saying, with his 
compliments, that there was not time for the fifth act of the tragedy, 
as the pantomime was so long ; and that if Mr. Macready would 
look into the playbills issued that morning, only four acts of the play 
had been promised. There, true enough, in infinitesimal type, was 
the trick artfully drest out : Macready 's rage was intense ; he saw he 
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had been tricked ; prudence counselled silent contempt ; pride and 
indignation prompted a thousand things. At first he resolved to ad- 
dress the audience on his wrongs, and denounce his tormentor. Fired 
with that professional ambition so highly characteristic of Mr. Ma- 
cready, he determined to rush upon the stage and present the pub- 
lic" with the most intense and energetic Richard they had ever seen. 
On his way to the achievement of this great histrionic feat, he hap- 
pened to pass the door of the manager's room ; he was brimful of 
Richard, and doubting whether he could hold it in till he got to the 
footlights, his eye unluckily encountered the bland and smiling fea- 
tures of the poet Bunn, the perverter of the playbill, whose unlucky 
destiny it was to receive immediately a tremendous thumping at 
the hands of the excited tragedian. When the unhappy poet Bunn 
was nearly beaten insensible, the indignant actor rushed into his 
carriage and was whiried home. 

In the action which the pummelled manager brought for the 
assault, Talfourd was retained as Macready's counsel. The wit- 
nesses were examined: the assault was proved; the legality of 
Bunn's conduct was indisputable; the unwarrantable violence of 
the actor was glaring, and every one in Court expected large dam- 
ages. The ludicrous light, however, in which Talfourd placed the 
whole affair at the close of his address to the jury, is so ingenious, 
that we must quote it (from memoiy) even at the risk of being 
considered tedious. 

" My Lord and Gentlemen of the jury must bear in mind, in justification 
of this apparently severe assault, the peculiar circumstances of the case : I will 
not insolt your understanding by any remarks as to the wonderful power which 
the immortal Shakspere has over the feelings of his readers ; judge then what 
must be the tremendous spell that he exercises over that great tragedian, 
whose whole life has been absorbed in the study of this miraculous dramatist. 
In a few words, gentlemen, Mr. Macready having worked himself up, under 
the inspiration of Shakspere, to electrify the audience, was suddenly stop- 
ped short at the end of the fourth act, and meeting with Mr. Bunn, he was 
compelled by the necessity of his case, and unable lou^<&i \.o ^QrciN.'di\!DL*Ocv^«^- 
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prest energy, to disekarge the entire fifth act of Richard III on the un^ 
fortunate head of Mr. Bunn. 

" I feel quite sure that you will not punish my friend Mr. Macready for the 
wonderful power which the immortal Shakspere has over his votaries and ad- 
mirers." 

He then closed his speech, and the actor got off with tolerable 
damages. 

In person Talfourd is of the middle size ; he is inclined to stoop, 
and his whole bearing is singularly deficient in dignity ; his face is 
round, with little expression, and his voice has a curious effect on 
the ear. This is perhaps owing to his being unable to pronounce 
the letter R ; it is a proof of his oratorical skill that he friumphs 
over all the disadvantages of voice and manner, and impresses a 
jury more than any pleader at the bar ; although his style for a 
general assemblage is far too florid and rhetorical, still there is an 
emphasis and energy which always engage the attention, and fre- 
quently rouse the sympathies of his audience. Indeed, his speeches 
invariably evince more poetical, or perhaps we should say, excit6d 
feeling than his plays. We should likewise add, that many of his 
earliest critics are composed with considerable skill, and abound 
with finely conceived and highly wrought sentences, which would 
do honor to the first writers of the day ; but it is easy to perceive 
that these are the effects of elaboration, and not the spontaneous 
bursts of natural eloquence. 

The appearance of Talfourd is very juvenile : he wears his hair 
cropt very close : has no whiskers, and his round expressionless 
face denotes little of that versatility of talent which he undoubt- 
edly possesses : we may incidentally mention an anecdote illustra- 
tive of his youthful appearance. 

A few sessions since Talfourd was sitting without his gown with 
his brother sergeants. Judge , who was very old and near- 
sighted was observed to look about disturbed and very uneasy — 
after some little hesitation be rose, looking very hard in the direc- 
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tion where the unlucky author of " Ion " was ensconsed, and said : 
" Who is that boy sitting in the sergeant's box ?" The eyes of the 
whole court were instantly turned that way — " Who is that boy ?" 
reiterated the Judge. " What does your lordship mean ?" said Tal- 
ford, rising. The Judge saw his blunder, and said, ** Brother Tal- 
ford, I beg your pardon. Why do you not wear your gown ?" A 
roar of laughter followed. 

The learned sergeant is jovial and hospitable, and has the 
reputation of having been the liberal friend of many necessi- 
tous men of genius. We give this as we heard it from his own 
fjEunily, but we regret to add that we have been informed by 
others, that the author of Ion has the peculiarity of forgetting 
his friends when they are in poor circumstances. We may men- 
tion as an instance, the case of the author of Rimini. He has, 
however, many excuses, he has felt himself the privations of po- 
verty — ^has a large family — Hves expensively, and is fond of lux- 
urious dinners. He gives excellent parties, and at his table we have 
spent some pleasant hours and met many illustrious men of letters. 

As a specimen of the smooth common-place which has given 
to " Ion " the reputation of being classical, we quote the opening 
of the first act. The dramatic critic need not be told how impor- 
tant the beginning of a play is, and how skilfully the great masters 
have taken advantage of the hushed attention on the rising of the 
curtain to impress the audience : it is insidious, perhaps, and some- 
what absurd, to pause for an instant after the perusal of these mu- 
sical nothings, and fancy, in our critical mind's eye, how Shakespere 
would have dashed off all these feeble antiquities of reflections 
in two or^'three lines never to be forgotten. 

[Agenor comes forward and speaks.] 

" Agenor, — Will the dawn never visit us? These hours 

Toil heavy with the unrestmg curse they bear 

To do the work of desolating yean ! 

All distant sounds are hush'd; — the shriek of death 



188 BRITISH WRITERS. 

And the smriTon' wail are dow unheard. 
As grief had worn itAlf to patience. Ims ! 
I'm loth 80 soon to hreak thy scanty rest. 
But my heart sickens for the tardy mom ; 
Sure it is breaking ; — qpeed and look — yet hold, 
Know'st thou the fearful shelf of rock that hangs 
AboYe the encroaching waves, the loftiest point 
That stretches eastward? 

Iru$^ — Know it? Yes, my Lord ; 

There often have I bless'd the opening day 
Which thy free kindness gave me leave to waste 
In happy wandering through the forests. 

Agenor,— Well, 

Thou art not then afraid to tread it ; there 
The eariiest streak from the unrisen sun 
Is to be welcomed ; — ^tell me how it gleams. 
In bloody portent or in saffiron hope. 
And hasten back to slumber. 

/rtM. — I shall hasten : 

Believe not that thy sunmions broke my rest ; 
I was not sleeping. [Exit Jrus* 

Agenor. — Heaven be with thee, child ! 

His gratefrd mention of delights bestow'd 
On that most piteous state of servile childhood 
By liberal words chance-dropp'd, had touch'd a vein 
Of feeling which I deem'd for ever numb'd. 
And, by a gush of household memories, breaks 
The icy casing^of that thick despair 
Which day by day hath gathered o'er my heart, 
While, basely safe, within this colum'd circle. 
Uplifted far into the purer air 
And by Apollo's partial love secured, 
I have, in spirit, glided with the Plague 
As in foul darkness or in sickliest light 
It wafted death through Argos ; and mine ears. 
Listening athirst for any human sound. 
Have caught the dismal cry of confused pain, 
Which to this dizzy height the fitfid wind 
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Hath borne from each sad quarter of the vale 
Where life was. 

Re-enter Irus, 
Are there signs of day-break ? 

Irtu. — None : 

The eastern sky is still unbroken gloom. 

Agenor. — It cannot surely be." 

And mark how tamely the hero is introduced : — 

Enter Ion. 

" Ion, — I seek thee, good Timocles, to implore 

Again thy pardon. I am young in trust, 

And fear lest, in the earnestness of love, 

I stayed thy course too rudely. Thou hast borne 

My childish folly often, — do not frown 

If I have ventured with unmauner'd zeal 

To guard the ripe experiences of years 

From one rash moment's danger. 

Timoele9. — Leave thy care. 

If I am weary of the flutterer life, 
Is mortal bidding thus to cage it in V* 

Observe how the elegant lawyer dilutes a common thought — can 
anything be more undramatic and school-boyish : — 

" 'Tis a little thing 
To give a cup of water : yet its draught 
Of cool refreshment, drained by fevered lips. 
May give a shock of pleasure to the frame. 
More exquisite than when nectarean juice 
Renews the life of joy in happiest hours !" 

The finest specimen gf bathos we have ever read occurs in. this 
play : it is in one of the most emphatic of the crisis that Ion thus 
speaks to his own beautified Clemanthe. 

*' Ion, — Heaven has called me. 

And I have pledged my honor I** 
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The celebrated inscription on the great Boyle, which staies on 
his tomb that 

<* He was the Father of Science, and 
Brother to the Earl of Cork," 

is very tame after the poet's pledging his honor to the Almighty. 
The second act commenoes with another little bit of atmos- 
pheric observation : the author seems quite an Englishman by hui 
favorite topic of conversation, viz. the weather — 

** The air breathes freshly after our long night 
Of glorious revelry." 

It is the convincing sign of an undramatic mmd to begin by 
some rhapsody on natural scenery, an address to a mountain, or, 
we were indeed going to add, a mouse, in order to diversify the 
subject and throw an air of novelty over it, is generally the refuge 
of the destitute playwright : but it is men, and not mice or moun- 
tains that constitute a drama, and human passions working out the 
catastrophe, not abjurations to romantic scenery. Passion and 
action are the elements, not description and reflection. 

The opening of the second scene in act second, is another in- 
stance of this total want of dramatic thought. 

[Clemanthe seated — Abra attending her.] 

" Abra. — Look, dearest lady ! — ^the thin smoke aspires 
In the calm air as when in happier times 
It show'd the gods propitious !" 

But the full measure of absurdity is piled up m the fourth act, 
where Ion enters with a knife to murder Hke king ; the veriest tyro 
must know a catastrophe cannot happen in the beginning of the 
fourth act ; and mark how very novel is the author's way of evad- 
ing the difficulty. It must be borne in mind that Adrastus, the 



THOMA8 NOON TALFOURD. 101 



king, is on a couch, asleep. Enter Ion, with a knife, to kill him 
by Divine command, he having pledged his honor to Heaven to 
do it, — ^made it, in short, a debt of honor, which even gamblers 
respect, but not so heroes. Ion wakes his victim, and coolly informs 
him he has come to kill him. After some curious specimen of 
dialogue Ion persuades the kmg to let him kill him. Like the lamb 
of Pope, ^ 

" And licks the hand that's raised to shed his blood." 

The tyrant says, 

" No : strike at once, — ^my hour is come — in thee 
I recognise the minister of Jove, 
And, kneeling, thus submit me to his power." 

[Adrastus kneels.] 

Ion, not accustomed to the lamb-killing business, says in a most 
unbutcher-like style, 

<« Avert thy face." 

Adrastus says, 

" No. Let me meet thy gaze ;" 

and so on : Ion, however, must proceed, and the learned Sergeant 
actually saves the life of the king by placing Medon in a convenient 
position, where he can rush m, and call out as the knife of Ion is 
about to fall on the tyrant's heart, 

" Ion forbear ; behold thy son, Adrastus !" 

The heroic Ion swoons, as a matter of course. But it is in the 
love passages that the poet particularly shines. Can anything be 
more modemly cLissical than the following plan of asking questions, 
without the slightest chance of getting a reply : 
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** Clemanth. — O, unkind, 

And shall we neyer see each other?" 



[loTif after a pause.] 

** Yes. 
I have asked that dreadful question of the hills 
That look eternal : of the flowing streams 
That lucid flow for ever : of the stars, 
Amid whose fields of azure my raised spirit 
Hath trod in glory : — all were dumh !" 

Of course, this is just what a man might expect -when he put 
the absurd question : he might just as well have questioned Lord 
Palmerston on the state of Hungary ! Joking apart : this is the 
fine milliners' trash that takes the stage from the men of genius, 
• and by supplying a perpetual succession of common places, keeps 
, the drama of the present day at the lowest ebb. The closing con- 
duct of lop, although of a more heroic cast, is, however, so totally 
at variance with his whole previous career as to produce what- 
ever it has of effect by a violence to consistency of character which 
is not credible for an instant. 

We have done Talfourd the justice to select his best play for our 
examination. "Glencoe" and "the Athenian Captive" are, confess- 
edly, so far inferior to his first production, as to render any account 
of them unnecessary. We shall conclude our sketch by contem- 
plating him in a character in which he is, and must be, admired by 
all: observers. 

Few men enjoy so large a circle of acquaintance as the ** Ge- 
nial Sergeant" — at his luxurious dinners assemble all the most 
distinguished men of the day, without reference to their politics or 
religion. There, conversation, grave and gay, circulates with the 
glass, and the hospitable presider is never so happy as when sur- 
rounded by a large party of friends, except, perhaps, when sitting 
in a private box, he enjoys the inexpressible privilege of hearing 
his own verses recited by some clever performer. 
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This author (unfortunately now distinguished as a Chartist 
leader, and imprisoned for the ofiFence,) is a barrister of the Mid*' 
die Temple, and was early noted for the violence of^ his political 
opinions. His .first poem was called " The Wood Spirit," which 
contained some fine passages, but the design was faulty, and the - 
execution too feeble to warrant a hope that the writer was anything 
but a clever versifier. His second work, " My Life," was^ better, 
and evinces passion and beauty. 

ffis best poems, however, are those entitled " Chartist Lyrics :" 
into these he has thrown considerable force, and shows great skill 
in rousing the feelings of the multitudes. 

The following poem of " Onward and Upward '* is spirited : — 

** Right onward the river is rolling, 
Its fountains are pulsing below, 
And 'tis not in human controlling, 
To turn but a wave of its flow. 

Right onward the freeman may ride it» 
• And speed in the light of its course, 
For faction no more can divide it, 
Nor claim it by cunning or fore*. 

Right onward the oak tree is growings 

Forth weaving its leaves in the sun, 
And deep in the green earth is sowing 

The 40^ ef a forest to com^ 
9 
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Right onward are rising the nations, 
With high throned corruption to cope, 

Pi*eparing for fresh generations, 

This Earth for the Harvest of Hope. 

Right onward the breezes are blowing, 

The life of the forest and wave ; 
Right onward the great thoughts are going, 

Upkmdling the hearts of the brave. 

Right upward the Eagle is winging — 

Leave serpents to crawl on the sod ; 
Right upward the spirit is springing 

From Priestcraft — to Nature and God !*' 

There is* however, in all Mr. Jones' eflfusions a restlessness and 
turhidity which betrays the transition state of his mind : there is no- 
thing fixed : — one instant hope, the next defiance ; the words govern 
the man, instead of the man the words ; all this shows the exis- 
tence of the lower subjective mind, and disqualifies him from 
holding a high rank in the scale of poets. This ignorant impatience 
led him to rush into the schemes of that foolish, brawling dema- 
gogue, Fergus O'Connor, who has managed most admirably to lead 
others into evils he himself ran away from. 

Mr. Jones, who had only been recently married, was so incau- 
tious as to join the Chartist demonstration, and, in consequence of 
his violent speeches, was indicted by the government for sedition, 
and condemned to a heavy fine and two years' imprisonment How- 
ever tedious and painful they may prove, they, nevertheless, may 
fliot be lost, but produce the same good effects on his fiery and un- 
•disciplined nature which the author of Rimini declared his impri- 
sonment had worked in him. 

We may as well seize this opportunity of giving Mr. L. 
Hunt's own account of his affront to the Prince Regent, and his 
apology on his deliverance from prison. 

It is well known that the luckless wit was prosecuted for cer- 
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tain observations he made upon the absurd custom the Tory press 
indulged in of calling the Prince the first gentleman of Europe* and 
the Adonis of the age. Mr. Leigh Hunt very naturally ridiculed 
the idea of applying the epithet of Adonis to a fat old man, and 
that of the first gentleman in Europe to one who had behaved so 
infamously to the wife he had sworn to protect and cherish. When 
his term of imprisonment had expired, he wrote an article in the 
" Examiner," the paper he edited, congratulating his readers on his 
enlargement, and assuring them that he had derived considerable 
benefit from the discipline he had undergone. And, added the wit, 
I am no less delighted at the vast improvement I find in the Prince 
Regent: for, when I was sent to jail he was fat, old, and a bad 
husband ; whereas now, I am told, " he is thin, young, and lives 
with his wife." Some few days after he was threatened by the 
Attorney- General with a prosecution, whereupon the facetious poet 
explained to his readers, that he had been punished for saying that 
the Prince was old, fat, and a bad husband, and that they were now 
threatening him with another prosecution for declaring he was 
young, thin, and lived with his wife. The Attorney- General saw he 
should come off second best in this encounter, and very wisely 
dropped the matter. 

In person, Ernest Jones is small, well made, and has the pecu- 
liarity of red hair; his eye is gray, fiery and piercing. In disposi- 
tion he is sanguine and generous. Eager in the expression of his 
opinions, whether of pohtics, morals, philosophy or religion. He 
is a man of fortune, and passes his time in prison in writing. He 
is somewhere about his thirty-fifth year. 
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The author of " Memorials of a Tour in Greece " is the son of 
'Mr. Milnes, a gentleman of fortune and estate near Pontefract. He 
"Was born about the year 1806, and after receiving a classical edu- 
cation at Cambridge, spent a considerable time in travelling ; on his 
tetum he was elected member for Pontefract, which honor he has 
retained ever since. In politics he is a Tory Radical. His principal 
works are " Memorials of a Tour in France," " Poems of Many 
Years," "Poetry for the People," and "Palm Leaves." A com- 
plete edition of his works has been published by Mr. Moxon, in four 
volumes. He is genial in his manners, though occasionally he ven- 
tures in a little display, which somewhat partakes of aflfectation 
and conceit, and exposes him to the lash of the satirist. 

We remember on one occasion he entered a large party, having 
just returned from the queen's ball; he was consequently in his 
court dress, with sword, »fec. Observing two young ladies, with 
whom he had some slight acquaintance, seated on a couch at one 
end of the room, the member for Pontefract advanced, and kneel- 
ing midway between, listened blandly to their conversation, now 
and then joining in, as a sort of Greek chorus, on a very small 
scale. They seemed somewhat astounded at the coolness of the 
proceeding, and changed the subject of discourse; Mr. Sidney 
Smith, who was seated at a little distance, observed the mise en 
scene, and said to a lady who was at his side, " Well, I have often 
heard of the cool of the evening, but I have never seen it till fMW.*» 
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Another instance is recorded of the old wit's schooling to the 
young and flippant poet : one evening the author of " Memorials " 
was about to leave a party where the distinguished prebend was 
present, and going up to him, he bade him good-bye in this fash- 
ion: "Good-bye, Sidney, I must go; I have promised Howley 
(the Archbishop of Canterbury) to drop in at his soiree to-night." 
"Farewell, dear Mr. Milnes," said the old divine, "but before you 
go let me give you one word of advice — don't call him Howley I" 
It must be borne in mind, Howley is the archbishop's family name. 

Mr. Milnes, it strikes us, [we do not belong to the inner and de^ 
Yoted circles of his admirers,] looking upon him as an unprejudiced 
man, ab extra, may be considered as a journalist in verse, a diarist, a 
letter- writer, a traveller, anything but a poet. His Pegasus, we ima* 
gine, would never have furnished Schiller the divine animal of his 
myth, sacred for ever to genius. He would not have spurned the har- 
ness or affected the precipice. He is rather the musapedestria walk- 
ing the plains, firm paced, clean footed, a serviceable nag, but far 
fipom the Olympic course. We are struck, in looking over Mr. Milnes* 
volumes; we see not why they should not be indefinitely extended, 
wiih this serviceableness of the imagination. He carries the inven- 
tive faculty with him, as a foot rule in his pocket, and can take in 
a moment the gauges of any object, whether it be a sonnet for a 
pebble at lona, or an ode to the black stone at Mecca. He is a man 
who travels much about the world, and to whom nature or art, it 
matters nothing which, are perpetually saying, stand and deliver, 
when he will disburden himself of an epic in the small charge of a 
book full of national verses. They are all excellent, smooth, plau- 
mble; the arrow is straight, well selected, deftly feathered, but 
there is a want of strength in the bow, or the right arm behind it. 
In fine, Mr. Milnes is an amateur in verse. A writer of his fre- 
quency and fluency may certainly lay claim to being an accom- 
plished man, but unless he exhibits some one pervading power by 
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which he is mastered, he cannot be a man of genius. With all his 
opportunities, he has not written anything for the heart of the 
world. His name excites respect, but it awakens no sentiment. 

Consider him as an essayist or poem writer, his anecdotes and 
memorabilia are notable. His books are cool, gentlemanly in style, 
excellent for what the American booksellers, in a climate which is 
a fair test of the matter, are fond of advertising as " good for Sum- 
mer reading;" Brummell might have read them without ruffing his 
cravat. Lord Byron have written them without ever throwing away 
his. The wit which Sydney Smith fastened upon him in the draw- 
ing room, sticks to him in the study. Wherever he goes, " what- 
ever realms, whatever chmes to see," he carries along with him the 
same sunless world, tempered, indeed, by the mild radiance of the 
' room ; gently invigorated by descending dews, the forms of nature 
preserved, but colorless, a season for meditation, inactivity and pro- 
gression to sleep, " the cool of the evening,^' 

Mr. Milne's poetry is too frequently commonplace and trite. 
And to this he adds a style which degenerates into the languid ; his 
idea of perfection seems to be repose; but after a time the reader is 
wearie(^ with this apathetic indifference : in some pieces it undoubt- 
edly adds to the effect, but when all tunes are played in the same 
adagio movement, it becomes a mannerism ; there is also often the 
old conventional expression, which no man of an original mind 
would use. The following verse is a specimen of it — 

" When God built up the dome of blue, 

And portioned earth's prolific floor, 
The measure of his wisdom drew 

A line between the rich and poor. 
And till that vault of glory fall, 

Or beauteous earth be scarred with flame. 
Or saving love be all in all. 

That rule of Ufe will rest the same." 
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This is truly adjective poetry ;, what can be in worse taste than 
" dome of blue," and " vault of glory.*' 

" We know not why, we know not how, 
9 Mankind are framed for weal or woe. 

But to the Eternal law we bow, ^ 
If such things are, they must be so. 

Yet let no cloudy dreams destroy 

One truth outshming bright and clear. 

That wealth is only hope and joy, 
And poverty but pain and fear." 

The onlj/ and the but are very significant. 

We give one more specimen of this languor of manner which 
we conceive is the great defect of his style ; his languor of thought, 
of course is irremediable ; but he certainly might, by a more forci- 
ble expression, assume the appearance of vigor. 



ON LADY C , IN DECLINING HEALTH. 

" Gently supported by the ready aid 

Of lojring hands, whose little work of toil. 
Her grateful prodigality repaid 

With all the benediction of her smile, ^ 
She turned her failuig feet 
To the soft-pillowed seat 
Disposing kindly greetmgs all the while. 

Before the tranquil beauty of her face 

I bowed in spirit, thinking that she were 
A suffering angel, whom the especial grace 
Of God intrusted to our pious care. 
That we might learn from her 
The art to minister 
To heavenly beings in seraphic air 
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Time KCBcd to lie a wvigfct apm her hnM. 

That erer pmt her fatae-vcmed eyeDdi dowBt 
Bm eodid noc dim her Inscviiis eres with psm. 
Nor seam her forehead with the famtft Skmmm ; 
She was as ifae were prood. 

So Ttfangr to be allowed • 

To follow Him who wore the thony amn. 

Nor was the sad, bat orer ererr mood 

To which her ligfailT-pliant mind gave both* 
GracefoUy chanfing, did a spent farasd. 
Of quiet gayety and serenest minh ; 
And thus her Toice did flow. 
So beantifiJI J low, 
A stream whose music was no thinfr of eutfa. 

Woman dhine ! ideal best-beloTed, 

Here was f Ay image realized to me ; 
In sensible existence liTed and moTed" 
The Tision of my sacred phantasy ; 
Madonna ! Mary, mine ! 
Her look, her smile, was thine ; 
And gazing on that form, I wonhipped thee.** 

We finish this short sketch by one of the most £iiTonible of his 
attempts — 

LABOR. 

" H^M of the people ! Working men ! 

Inarrow and nerve of human powers ; 
Who on your sturdy backs sustain 

Through streaming time this world 
Hold by that title, which proclaims 

That ye are undismayed and straag* 
Accomplishing whatever aims 

May to the sons of earth belong 

Yet not on ye alone depend 

These offices or burdens fall ; 
Labor, for some or other end. 

It lord and master of us all. 
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The high-bom youth firom downy bed 

Must meet the mom with horse and hound, 

While industry for daily bread 
PuiBues afresh his wonted round. 

With all his pomp of pleasure, he 

Is but your working comrade now, 
And shouts and winds his horn, as ye 

Mijgrht whistle by the loom or plough ; 
In vain for him has wealth the use 

Of warm repose and careless joy, 
When, as ye labor to produce. 

He strives, as active, to destroy. 
• 
But who is this with wasted frame. 

Sad sign of vigor overwrought ? 
What toil can this new victim claim ? 

Pleasure, for pleasure's sake besought. 
How men would mock her flaunting shows, 

Her golden promise, if they knew 
What weary work she is to those 

Who have no better work to do ! 

And he who still and silent sits 

In closed room or shady nook. 
And seems to nurse his idle wits 

With folded aAs or open book : 
To things now working in that mind 

Your children's children well may owe 
Blessings that hope has ne'er defined. 

Till from his busy thoughts they flow. 

Thus all must work ; with head or hand. 

For self or others, good or ill ; 
Life is ordained to bear, like land, 

Some frait, be fallow as it will ; 
Evil has force itself to sow 

Where we deny the healthy seed. 
And all our choice is this, to grow 

Pasture and grain, or noisome weed. 

Then in content possess your hearts, 
Unenvioiu of each other's lot, 
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For those which seem the easiest p&rtf 

Have travail which ye reckon not: 
And he is bravest, happiest, best, 

Who, from the task within his span, 
Earns for himself his evening rest, 

And an increase of good for man.** 

" The Lay of the Humble " is too long for quotation, but it is 
probably the best of his poems. 

In person Mr. Milnes is a little above the middle size ; bis hair 
dark, and his eyes gray and expressive ; his features are regular and 
attnlfctive; there is a peculiar lounging languor in bis manners, 
which, however, are the reverae of repulsive ; he is well informed, 
and lives an elegant bachelor life, is fond of giving breakfasts to 
literary friends and foreigners of intellect and attainments. He 
seems to emulate the career of Mr. Rogers as something between 
the man of fashion and the elegant poet ; his politics are Tory Ra- 
dical, clinging to all that is good in the aristocratical portion of the 
British institutions, while he is anxious at the same time to reform 
all abuses ; his sympathies are strongly in favor of the Polish and 
Hungarian cause; his speech in fa^ of the present noble peo- 
ple, who are struggling for their freedom with the infamous tyrants 
of Austria and Russia, was worthy of the representative of an en- 
lightened constituency, and ought to induce the British gov^Riment 
to take steps, in conjunction with America, as the only two free 
countries in the world, to insist upon the recognition of the rights of 
humanity. 
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It seldom occurs that the editor of an influential periodical 
produces, after his appointment, any work of eminence: — it is 
a very common thing for a distinguished author to be placed at 
the head of a Review, but few men achieve any greatness after- 
wards. It seems as though the unceasing critical necessities of 
his position deprived him of that directness of purpose, and energy 
of will, requisite for the conception and execlltion of a gieat work. 
This remark has been suggested by the contrary effect produced 
upon the accomplished author of the "Life of Goldsmith," who was 
comparatively unknown to the world of letters till he became lite- 
rary editor of the "Examiner." Since then he has published 
three valuable works which give him a claim to be admitted into 
the British Authors. 

Mr. Forster is descended from a respectable family of* Berwick 
on Tweed, and after receiving a classical education, was entered of 
. the Inner Temple. His predispositions were however to a more at- 
tractive profession, and he devoted more attention to the **dulce" 
than the "utile," possibly this might have been the effect of ne- 
cessity, as we seldom find barristers neglect their Iwiefs when they 
can get any : it is a pleasant legal fiction to believe that some 
lawyers are so fond of poetry as to rise above the superior fascina- 
tions of a fee. 

When Mr. Forster emerged from the anomalous position of a 
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briefless barrister we find him engaged on the " Examiner," where 
his criticisms are held in much repute. When Mr. Dickens retired 
from the editing of the " Daily News," he undertook to conduct 
that paper, but after some time, we believe, abandoned it. Previous 
to this Messrs. Chapman and HaU placed the Foreign Quarterly 
Review under his care, and he remained at the head of this enter- 
taining periodical till it was finally incorporated with the " London 
and Westminster." 

When Dr. Lardner projected his "Encyclopedia of British 
Literature " Mr. Foi-ster promised his support, and contributed to 
that valuable collection *• The Lives of British Statesmen." This 
established his reputiition, and few prose writers have been more 
strikingly successful on their first appearance than was the author 
of these admirable biographies. 

We shall pass these over with this general commendation, and 
conclude our hasty sketch of their talented author by a few re- 
marks on his last and greatest work, *' The Life of Oliver Gold- 
smith." 

It is somewhat singular that having occasion to remark on Mr. 
W. Ir\'ing's false position in American literature, in order to bring the 
absurdity to the test of a mathematical problem, we compared him 
with Goldsmith, and we trust completely exposed the faDacy of 
considering the author of " The Sketch Book " as anything beyond 
an agreeable essayist, and a very successful imitator of the level 
style of Addison and Pope. 

The piracy of American publishers has been a favorite topic 
for indignant vituperation, but Mr. Irving has just given to the 
world so glaring an instance of unscrupulous appropriation of the 
labors of anotiier, that it is utterly impossible to avoid arraigning the 
offender, however respectable his general station in literature may be. 

That we may allow Mr. Irving the full advantage of stating bis 
own case, we quote part of his preface. He thus commences : 
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" In the coune of a revised edition of my works I have come to a hiographi- 
cal sketch of Goldsmith, published several years since. It was written hastily, 
as introductory to a selection from his writings, and though the facts contained 
in it were collected from various sources, I was chiefly indebted for them to the 
yolumipous work of Mr. James Prior, who had collected and collated the most 
minute particulan of the poet's history with unwearied research and scrupulous 
fidelity, but had rendered them, as I thought, in a form too cumbrous and over' 
laid with details and disquisition, and matters uninteresting to the general 
reader:* 

Mr. Irving, therefore, says he was induced by this cumbrous 
collection to undertake the revisal of his own "hastily written 
sketch/' One would naturally have thought th^t had any one an- 
ticipated him he would, with the true gentlemanly instinct, have 
abandoned the field — but Mr. Irving*s genius is essentially imita- 
tive, and he appropriates, as a matter of course. 

"When I was about of late to revise my biographical sketch, prepara- 
tory to publication, a volume was put into my hands (sweet little twaddler, 
•put into his hands,' as though he were fed with * spoon meat,*) recently 
given to the public by Mr. John Forster, of the Inner Temple, who like- 
wise availing himself of the labors of the indefatigable Prior, and a few 
more lights, since colored, has produced a biography of the poet, executed 
with a spirit, a feeling, a grave bare eloquence that leaves nothing to be de- 
sired. Indeed, it would have been presumption in me to undertake the sub- 
ject after it had been thus felicitously treated, did I not stand committed 
by my previous sketch. That sketch now appeared too meager and insuf- 
ficient to satisfy public demand, yet it had to take its place in the second 
series of my works unless something more satisfactory could be substituted.- 

** Under these circumstances, I have again taken up the subject, and 
gone into it with more fulness than formerly, omitting none of the facts, 
which I considered illustrative of the life and character of the poet, and giv- 
ing them in as graphic a style as I could command. Still the hurried manner 
9l which I have had to do this, amidst the pressure of other claims on my at- 
tention, and with the press dogging at my heels, has prevented me from giv- 
ing some parts of the subject the thorough handling I could have wished. 

<* Those who would like to see it treated still more at large, with the addi- 
tion of critical disquisition^ and the advantage of collateral facts, would do well 
to refer themselves to Mr. Prior's circumstantial volumes, or to the elegant 
and discnnive pages of Mr. Forster. 
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<* For my own part, I can only regret my short comings, in which to me 'm 
a labor of love, for it is a tribute of gratitude to the memory of an author whose 
writings were the delight of my childhood, and have been a source of enjoy- 
ment to me throughout life, and to whom, of all others, I may address the 
beautiful apostrophe of Dante to Virgil : 

*Ta se' lo mio maestro, e 1 mio autore: 

Te se' solo colui, da cu' io tolsi 
Lo bello stile, che m' ha fatto onore.' 

" Sunnyside, August 1, 1849. W. J." 

Thus finishes one of the most unique specimens of appropriation 
it has ever been our bad fortune to meet with : we say bad fortune, 
for proceedmgs Mke these, (though taken,) and the cry of inferior 
authors, have a tendency in the eye of the indiscriminating public 
to lower the whole republic of letters. 

We cannot admit that the intention to reprint a hasty outline 
of a poet's hfe renders it incumbent upon the writer of the flimsy 
sketch to pillage the superior labors of another. What could be 
said of the man who, having promised himself or family to build a 
wooden shed, stripped the well furnished house of another to remedy 
his own poverty ? It would have been far better for Mr. Irving*s 
reputation had he not published this attempt to defend his pla- 
giarism : the plain truth of the whole matter is this. Mr. Irving 
had prepared a hasty sketch of Goldsmith, with which he in- 
tended to swell out this republication (usque ad nauseam) of his de- 
sultory writings. He acknowledges he derived the materials for this 
hastily written sketch from Prior. Just as the hastily written life 
was on the point of being sent to the printer, somebody " put 
into his hand " Mr. Forster's volume, " executed with a spirit,^ 
feeling, a grace, and an eloquence, that leaves nothing to be desired. 
The temptation to Mr. Irving was irresistable, he coolly copied 
into his own book " the feeling, grace and eloquence " of this ri- 
val biographer, and struts about in peacocks feathers, like Oliver 
himself in his peach blossom coat : he may truly write. 
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" In 96 lo mio maestro.** 



The chief thing to be admired in this is the apparently unconscious 
innocence of Mr. Irving during this singular confession of one of the 
most glaring trespasses upon the rights of a brother author we ever 
remember. 

So far, however, as Goldsmith is concerned, Forster's life will 
ever bear Mr. Irving out of the field, and will very probably remain, 
for years to come, as the biography par excellence of that fine 
hearted genius. 

As specimens of genial feeling, hearty appreciation, and felici- 
tous style, we select a few passages from this volume which con- 
trast unmistakeably with the faded piracy, tame sentimentalism, 
and common-place suavity of Mr. Irving's book. 

" A year and a half after he had entered college, at the commencement of 
1747, his father suddenly died. The scanty sums required for his support had 
been often intercepted, but this stopped them altogether. It may have been 
the least and most trifling loss connected with that sorrow : but * squalid po- 
verty,* relieved by occasional gifts, according to his small means, frojn uncle 
Contarine, by petty loans from Bryanton and Beatty, or by desperate pawning 
of his books of study, was Goldsmith's lot thenceforward. Yet even in the 
depths of that despair, arose the consciousness of faculties reserved for better 
fortune than continual contempt and failure. He would write Street-Ballads 
to save himself from actual starving ; sell them at the Rein Deer Repository 
in Mountrath Court for five shillings a piece ; and then steal out of the college 
at night to liear them sung. 

" Happy night ! worth all the dreary days ! Hidden by some dusky wall, 
or creeping within darkling shadows of the ill-lighted streets, watched, and 
waited, this poor neglected sizer, for the only efibrt of his life which had not 
wholly failed. Few and dull, perhaps, the beggar's audience at first ; more 
thronging, eager, and delighted, when he shouted the newly-gotten ware. 
Cracked enough his ballad-singing tones, I dare say ; but harsh, discordant, 
loud or low, the sweetest music that this earth affords fell with them on the 
ear of Goldsmith. Gentle faces pleased, old men stopping by the way, young 
lads venturing a purchase with their last remaining farthing : why here was A 
World in little, with its Fame at the sizer's feet ! * The greater world will be 
listening one day,' perhaps he muttered, as he turned with a lighter heart to 
hii dull homo. 
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*' It is said to have been a rare occurrence when the five shillings of the 
Rein Deer Repository reached home along with him. It was the most likely, 
when he was at his ntmost need, to stop with some beggar on the road who 
might seem to hira more destitute even than himself. Nor tl^ only. The mo- 
ney gone : often, for the naked shivering wretch, had he slipped off a portion 
of the scanty clothes he wore, to patch a misery he could not otherwise relieve. 
To one starving creature with five crying children, he gave at one time the 
blankets off hb bed, and crept himself into the ticking for shelter from the cold. 

** It is not meant to insist on these things as examples of conduct. < Sensi- 
bility is not Benevolence ;' nor will this kind of agonized sympathy with distressi 
even when* graced by an active self-denial, supply the solid duties or satisfac- 
tions of life. There are distresses, vast and remote, with which it behoves us 
still more to sympathise than with those, less really terrible, which only more 
attract us by intruding oh our senses ; and the conscience is too apt to dischai^e 
itself of the greater duty by instant and easy attention to the less. So much it 
is right to interpose when such anecdotes are told. To Goldsmith, all circum- 
stances considered, they are honorable ; and it is well to recollect them when 
the * neglected opportunities * of his youth are spoken of. Doubtless there were 
better things to be done, by a man of stronger purpose. But the nature of men 
is not different from that of other living creatures. It gives the temper and dis- 
position, but not the nurture and the culture. These Goldsmith never rightly 
had, except in such sort as he could himself provide ; and now, assuredly, he 
had not found them in his college. * That strong steady disposition which at 
once makes men great," he avowed himself deficient in : but were other dispo- 
sitions not worth the carmg for ? His imagination was too warm to relish the 
cold * logic of Burgersdicius, or the dreary suli^leties of ' Smiglesius :' but with 
nothing less cold or dreary might a warm imagination have been cherished? 
When, at the house of Burke, he talked these matters over in after years witl| 
Edmond Malone, he said that, though he made no figure in mathematics, he 
could have turned an ode of Horace with any of them. His tutor, Mr. Theaker 
Wilder, would as soon have had him turn a lathe. 

" Goldsmith looked into his heart and wrote. From that great city in which 
his hard-spent life had been diversified with so much care and toil, he travelled 
back to the memory of lives more simply passed, of more cheerful labor, of less 
anxious care, of homely affections, and of humble joys, for which the world and 
all its successes offer nothing in exchange. 

** That hope is idle for him. Sweet Auburn is no more. But though be 
finds the scene deserted, for us he re-peoples it anew, builds up again its ruined 
haunts, and revives its pure enjoyments ; from the glare of crow led cities, their 
exciting struggles and pallmg pleasures, carries us back to the season of iiaUi« 
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ral pastimes and unsophisticate desires ; adjures us all to remember, in our seve- 
ral smaller worlds, the vast world of humanity that breathes beyond ; shows 
OS that there is nothing too humble for the loftiest and most affecting associa- 
tions ; and that where human joys and mterests have been, then: memory is 
sacred for ever I 

« « «#« * « « « 

• " With darker shadows from the terrible and stony truths that are written 
in the streets of cities, the picture is afterwards completed ; and here, too, the 
poet painted from his heart. His own experience, the suffering for which his 
heart had always bled, the misery his scanty purse was always ready to relieve, 
are in his contrast of the pleasures of the great, with innocence and health too 
often murdered to obtain them. Some of his * distinguished friends ' objected 
to these views, but he let them stand. They would have * objected ' to what 
Was not uncommon with himself, abandoning his rest at night to give relief to 
the destitute. They would have thought the parish should have done what a 
jet more distinguished fViend, Samuel Johnson, once did, and which will pro- 
bably be remembered when all he wrote or said shall have passed away : his 
pickmg up a wretched ruined girl, who lay exhausted on the pavement ; taking 
her upon his back, carrying her to his house, and placing her in his bed ; not 
harshly upbraiding her ; taking care of her, with all tenderness, for a long time ; 
and endeavoring on her restoration to health to put her m a virtuous way of 
living." 

Mr. Forster is just on the turn of his fortieth year, lives a com- 
fortable bachelor's life ip Chambers, 46 Lincoln's Inn ; is much in 
request with his literary friends, and is the chosen associate 
and adviser of Dickens and Macready. He is a fine critic; ^nd if 
somewhat too fond of admiring prevailing celebrities, let it be borne 
in mind that the immortal John Smith, junior, in his famous work, 
says, " Let us regard with a bland benignity that admiration which, 
approximating to enthusiasm, somewhat officiously, like the depart- 
ing light of eve, clings to the wheels of the descending day-god." 
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The career of Richard Henry Home, who was bom in London, 
1803, partakes more of the adventurous times of Elizabeth than of 
Victoria; while other modem poets have looked on nature with 
the " mind's eye," and considered romantic adventure from an ideal 
point of view, Mr. Home has beheld it face to face, and painted 
what he saw. The poetic spirit threw its inspiring mantle over 
Buins as he followed the plough and turned up the fresh earth ; 
but the author of " Orion " received his first impulses when roam- 
ing over the ocean, or in the burning plains of Mexico. . Like the 
bards of old, he has blen a sharer in " sieges and stratagems," and 
has fought in battles ; we have seldom heard anything more comic 
than his vivid description of a sea-fight between a Miguelite and 
Pedroite frigate, and also the storming of St. Juan de Ull(5a, in 
both of which highly ludicrous engagements he was present as a 
midshipman. We are, however, anticipating the course of his bio- 
graphy. His father dying early, his mother married again, and our 
young poet was, after some preparatory education, placed at Sand- 
hurst College, to be trained for a military life; when his novitiate 
was completed he left the college, in the expectation of securing a 
cadetship in the East India Company's service. Being disappointed 
in this, he entered as a midshipman on board the Mexican Navy, 
then engaged in a struggle with Spain. In this service he remained 
till peace was restored betwieen the belligerent countries, and re- * 
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turned to England by the way of America. He is, therefore, one 
of the few English poets who have visited the United States, and 
seen the wonders of the new world ; his account of his steaming up 
th« Mississippi is one of the most interesting viva voce pieces of ad- 
venture we have ever heard; it is to be hoped he will give to the 
public a sketch of his interestmg life. On his return home he found 
most of his small patrimony wasted by ihe ill conduct of his guar- 
dians, and he was, therefore, compelled to look around for some 
means of support. We may as well name here that, since then, 
with the exception of a small annuity from the " Copper Mines 
Royal," of which company he is a director, he has lost all that re- 
mained of his patrimonial inheritance by lending part to a brother 
who was engaged in business, and partly by^-esigning what he had 
left to a lady with whom, in early youth, he had formed a connex- 
ion, and from which the incompatibility of their tempers compelled 
him to sever : here his generosity to the woman ke had once loved 
completed his financial ruin. It is impossible not to admire Mr. 
Home in his private relations, being straightforward, earnest and 
sincere : and though he too frequently forgets the sohd benefits he 
has received under the smart of some little literary oversight, or 
supposed want of critical appreciation, he is a strictly honorable 
man, and a zealous friend. 

Mr. Home's productions in poetry are, "The Death of Mar- 
lowe," "Cosmo de Medecis," "The Death Fetch," " Gregory VII," 
" Orion," and " Ballad Romances." In prose his writings are very 
numerous, the chief being " Exposition of the False ]l|fedium ;" he 
also contributed largely to, and edited the new "Spirit of the 
Age," a work which has been reprinted on this side the Atlantic ; 
owing to the want of poetical illustrations, the work was generally 
pronounced heavy, and much good and honest criticism conse- 
quently thrown away. He also was a large contributor to the 
'* Church of Eiigland Quarterly," " The New Quarterly " and seve- 
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ral magazines. The articles in the former on " Albertus Magnus/' 
" Poetical Contrasts," are by him, Mid in the latter review the pa- 
pers on " Chinese Characteristics," " The Dramatic Mind of Eu- 
rope," &c. are from his industrious pen. His finest work is undout^t- 
edly his " Death of Marlowe." It is short and complete; a tragedy 
in one act is just what Mr. Home is able to accomplish ; here the 
closeness of his style and tjje highly wrought nature of his ^milies 
tell with admirable eflfect; but in a piece of five acts these grow 
•wearisome to an extent which destroys all the interest in the pro- 
gress and denouement; the plot of this one act is taken from the 
well known death of that great dramatist. The characters are few, 
but powerfully drawn and well sustained, and the character of Ce- 
celia, the courtezan, is conceived and executed with a grace which 
shows the fine poet : but the perversity of Mr. Home has well nigh 
spoilt the whole eflfect by making Jaconot a monster beyond the 
necessity of the case : it is a great mistake in a dramatist when he 
wastes any thing, and surely making a villain worse than the exi- 
gencies of the case requires destroys the repose and truth of the 
whole as a work of art ; which a tragedy ought to be, whether it be 
in one, three, or five acts. Mr. Hornets study of Shakspere ought 
to have saved him from falling into this error, for he cannot have 
overlooked how that great master of the human heart put some re- 
deeming traits even into the composition of his greatest villains. 
He knew there was the seed of goodness even in the soul of eviL 
This supererogative of wickedness and brutality in Marlowe^s rival, 
lessens the sympathy we ought to feel for Cecelia, for aUowing, 
fully, even for her unhappy position, we cannot reconcile how she 
could tolerate the love of so coarse a monster. 

We ought to mention, in justice to Mr. Home, that we have of- 
ten contested this point with him, and that he has rigorously de- 
fended the truthfulness of Jaconot's character : maintaining that 
rough and brutal natures very often succeed in obtaining a akiga- 



R. H. HORNE. fil8 

lar power over women of really a naturally superior and refined 
minds : whether this be the general part or not we shall not stop 
to inquire, remaining still of opinion that a dramatist is not bound 
to take a character because it has existed, and therefore is " an 
accomplished fact," but shows his still and psychological veracity 
by avoiding those exceptions, and selecting one mote in unison 
with the common nature of man. With these preliminary remarks, 
we recommend this fine composition to the American public. 

As Mr. Home considers his last tragedy, " Gregory VII," the 
. best, we shall test him as a dramatist by that production. 

The life and character of that most ambitious of Popes is one 
too well known to need any historical references : we shall content 
ourselves by stating, that Mr. Home has added merely the episodi- 
cal ingredient of love to the nature of the great occupant of St. 
Peter's chair, and introduced Matilda, Countess of Tuscany, in her 
own right, as the semi-religious paramour of Gregory. 

Her attachment for the Pontiff is thus introduced to the audi- 
ence in the following scene with her husband, Godfrey, Duke of 
•Bouillon. 

" Godfrey, — His mine is sprung, and into pestilent air 
He has blown himself. 

Matilda. — We must be calm, and wait. 

Godf, — Calm ! is it possible ? 

Mat. — 'Tis only just. 

Godf. — Seest not thine error yet ? — seest not, Matilda, 
.This object whom thou'st long beheld with thoughts 
Devout, that mingled in thine orisons, 
Is fraught with worldliuess ; one who, beneath 
The shaded haunts of sanctity, conceals 
Passions like dragons, violent and foul. 

Afaf.-'— He has, indeed, 
Such strength of passion as assorts with greatness 
Of thought and action ; yet, my lord, believe, 
Though he may err, as in this act he has, 
In Hildebrand is nothlnsf base or mean. 
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And let me tell thee, husband, I believe 
There may be reason, when we shall know all, 
In that which seemed so mad. 

Godf. — Matilda, cease ! 
Infatuated woman ! cast away 
The film that, like a cowl, doth blind thine eyes : 
Dismiss this vicious abbot from thy prayers ; 
Confess not to him : of thy love I ask it ; — 
Nay, of thy holiest faith. Oh, wouldst thou gaze 
At heaven's clear sapphire through the gates of hell 7 

Mat. — My lord ! forbear these impious 

Godf. — Forbear thou ! 
I will not listen to this vain defence 
Of such a criminal. [Exit Godfrey, 

Mat. — This headstrong hate 
I fear will snap all ties." 

Now comes a scene in vrhich the Countess makes ^n admission 
to Gregory which destroys materially her prestige with the au- 
dience. The reader must bear in mind that it is very necessary for 
the poet to preserye as much sympathy as possible for Matilda, 
not alone on account of the necessities of this special drama, but 
on the broader principle that the mere fact of conjugal infidelity 
is a heavy drawback on the character, and consequently it becomes 
all the more indispensable, that no unnecessary odium be heaped 
upon it : — on this principle the words we have italicised are highly 
imdramatic : — indeed so totally at variance with dramatic instinct 
as to almost persuade us that Home is not one. 

[Enter Hildebrand.] 

«* What hast thou done ? 

Hil. — Well ; very welL 

Mat. — Resolve me of all doubt ! 

Hil. — *Twas impulse from on high, not my design. 
Daughter, they rolled before me like a sea ; 
Then paused to let me walk upon their necks, 
As foamy as they were, — I was upheld 
By the deputed fire that wings my soul. 
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Thie council has concluded as I wished ; 
And thus the mutinous churchmen are put down. 
I left them when I saw *i was working right ; 
For I can stand alone, therefore have friends. 

Mat.— Why didst thou smite the Pontiff— Oh, why didst ? 

Hil. — Because his weak-souled loyalty to Henry 
Smote like an axe against the See of Rome. 
I heard Time's echoes through the world's forest ringing ; 
I saw the tree which should o'ertop them all, 
Like to a sun-beam falling into night, 
And therefore stood I forth and smote that man. 
As I will take the axe from out his hand. 

Mat. — Father, enough : I do believe thy truth 
Equals thy courage in this lofty cause. , 
I much lament thou hast an enemy 
In Godfrey, who proclaims thee full of evil. 
And worldliness and vice." 

Having shown how Mr. Home contrives to weaken the interest 
we ought to feel for Matilda, not alone by reason of the exigen- 
cies of the drama, but also that she had no surplus claim to them 
to spare, we now quote a few lines to demonstrate how proudly 
our author has labored to destroy our sympathy with the hero of 
the drama. A good hero can afford to say or do few cruelties, 
but when the chief personage is already well known for an unscru- 
pidous man, the character should be relieved as much as possible, 
in order to reconcile humanity to him. We give the whole of the 
scene. # 

[Enter Hildebrand.] 

V 

" Hil. — Portentous changes wrestle in the air ! 
I see, methinks, a mighty shadow fall, 
While solid pillars lift a solid throne, 
Which in fixed radiance stands. Strong deeds awake, 
And clamoring throng the portals of the hour. 
Weak-minded Alexander, thou must die ! 
I placed thee on a tower, and thou didst offer 
A king the pass-key to our wall of strength ; 
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Therefore 't is good thou diest. Plead not, my Mul ! 
The wheels of destiny pass o*er his corse. 
There's much to do. The time for me is ripe : 
It was not wise till now that I should take 
The sphere which long hath rolled before my grasp, 
Swimming and heaving in the etherial space ; 
But, with contentious and eruptive fires. 
Threatening precipitate sovereignty. Who's there? 

[Enter Damianus.] 

(Agide.) — ^He has been listening at the door— <luU fool ! 
{Aloud.) — There's much to do. 

Dami. — I feel it in the air 
With every respiration. 

Hil. — ^Why comest here 
At such an hour? 

Dami. — Lord A^bot, I would ask 
What should be done, touching Pope Alexander ? 

Hil. — Nothing. He's very safe. 

Dami. — Safe in the dark cell where your orders thmtt him. 

Hil. — I know it 

Dami. — But what next, for*he is old, 
And needeth comfort in imprisonment. 

Hil. — Do nothing. Leave him. 

Dami. — His cell is very damp, and cold dews trickle 
Down his gray head and beard, as bowed he sits. 
Counting his beads. Beseech you, good Lord Abboti 
Change his sad dwelling ! 

Hil. — Let him take his shroud, 
And finish it i' the ante-chamber! 

Dami. — But, my lord,* 
How — how shall we answer this? 

Hil. — Answer it ! 
Who shall presume to gall and question us ? 
Who make us constantly responsible — 
Who'd force us answer, but this Alexander — 
Therefore death's scythe shall give (lim sweeping thanks. 

Dami. — And for his service and his burial 

Hil. — Let him have night and silence ! A century hence. 
When a few dast-filied bones perchance are found, 
'Twill shew that somebody died there. Ferth^iiMt, 
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I know my ' answer/ let those ask who may : 
Mention his name no morO) for he has passed ! 

Datni, — My lord, good night: — a deep good night I pray !" 

[Exeunt at opposite ndea. 

We have not space to follow the course of this otherwise finely 
conceived, and elaborately finished, drama to the end. It will amply 
repay a close perusal, but we fear its want of passion and action 
will prevent its ever being an acting play. It abounds in highly 
wrought and sounding passages, but it is terribly deficient in those 
striking situations which show a natural genius for dramatic com- 
position. 

Even the best parts of this drama ar^ too loaded with a pompous 
imagery, not actually springing fron? the passionate impulse of the 
moment, but artificially producei^ f^om a foregone determination to 
say something very fine : let us take a few passages, " fatiguingly 
fine," as a critic once s^d of them. — 

" Oh, for a hoU of lightning to strike down 
And sc8^<®<' ^^^ Rome's statuary in the street, 
To s>^eep her gods to an impalpable dust, 
effused and lost in air ! Let the dread hand 
Oi great avenging nature, in our cause 
Heap this blind city in one funeral pyre ; 
Where treacherous Gregory may sit crowned with flames.*' 

How feebly this sounds after Shakspere's — 

** Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces.** 

We must, before we finish, give another instance of Mr. 
Home's dislike to his hero : it is part of the speech Gregory 
makes to Matilda, upon her interceding in behalf of the em- 
peror, who has been enjoined by the haughty pontiflf to Istand 
barefoot on the stones. 

10 
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** Get thee from my sight ! 
I'll have no purblind, short-breathed policies : 
Up the high hill at one great bound I'll go, 
And then direct the light seen from afar. 
Away ! What dost thou here with half resolves? 
Reture, retire ! — I waste myself upon you. 

[Gregory resumes his throne.] 

Mat. {stunned.) Some hand assist me !" [Exit, blindly. 

We cannot resist offering to our readers an " eminent proof " 
of Mr. Home's propensity to make his characters utter poeti- 
cal musings, when they ^ught to be acting : — this contradiction, or 
anomaly, we have heard h^ defend, and quote the example of 
Hamlet — ^buthere it is the peculiarity of Hamlet's character: it is, 
m short, his idiosjmcracy, and the consequences of this mental de- 
fect lead to the catastrophe of the dr^bia. It is a totally different 
affair when we find this the prevailing haltit of all the characters, 
and evidences a great want of dramatic imptOse : to return how- 
ever to the cause of this remark. The emperor has just escaped 
out of his arch enemy's power, and is urged by hi^ tnends and fol- 
lowers to avenge the insults and indignities heaped » recently 
upon him. One would think that the impulses of human nature 
would have been too strong to allow Mr. Home to pause n^d- 
way, and compose these elaborate lines. 

[Emperor — abstractedly.] 

/^ ** Thou preternatural influence ! thou pall, 

From whose incumbent darkness o'er my head, 
The dead-faced sufferers, and the gleamhig ghosts 
Start, and leap down with cries upon my soul ! 
fireak up the substance of thy panoply 
Of torment — Oh, retreat into the night ! 
And let the shape-throned whirlwind of thy spell, 
« In clouded silence, with no parting hints. 
Shift and disperse ! What are all these ?" 
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The reader will, indeed, feel inclined to echo the closing words 
of the Emperor*s speech and say " what are all these ? " * 

Having shown what we consider as some of the defects of this 
play, we enter now upon the more agreeable task of calling atten- 
tion to its numerous beauties. What can be finer than the few lines 
uttered by Gregory, after the dead body of his murdered enemy 
has been taken from his presence ? If Mr. Home would only write 
more in this style, he would be a poet the world would never wil- 
lingly let die. 

<< So ! his corpse is gone ! 
Bat it has left his silence in the hall, 
As if himself were present, though unseen. 
Would he were living, fierce in glittering arms ! 
I should not feel or fear him as I do. 
Mute — pallid — motionless — standing out straight ! 
Horrible ! horrible ! I never thought before 
That death was horrible." 

The scene in which Hildebrand smites the feeble Pope Alexan- 
der, is told admirably : 

[Enter hurriedly ^ Guido, Eberardus, Brazute, and several Nobles.] 

** Qui* — Shame 1 shame ! 
Oh, frightful violence — profane and brutish — 
It pinnacles all crimes, all thought outshoots. 
Touching God's footstool with a sharp assault ! 

Fah, / y^^^ jg ,^ 7__^hat is H ? 

Tan, ) 

Cen» — Nay, gentlemen ; explain ! 

Qui* — Who shall set forth the deed ; 
Who give a shaping language to its bulk I 
Far as mere words can tell — stay, give me breath ! 
To the hushed multitude. Pope Alexander 
Discoursing solemnly, and pouring forth 
Paternal hopes, yet duteous love, for Henry, » 

Avowed he would not hold pontifical power, 
Sav« with fiiU sanotioii from the Emperor's throne. 
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From his high place the holy man came dowiii 
, But while descending, Hildebrand, with eyes 
Like to a demon, met him on the stairs, 
And shouting " Dotard !" smote him in the face 
With hand as heavy as a lion's paw. 
And seemed prepared to rend him !" 

Mr. Horne, as a delineator of a mad-woman, is unique ; we can- 
not resist quoting part of a scene where Matilda, the religious para- 
mour of Gregory, enters very mad : 

« Mat. (approaching Greg.) — Oh, you are here ! 
Emperor of Germany, I know you well, 
Though you disguise yourself like Gregory ! 
But what avails you that? — ^the gravest dwarf 
Doth look most laughable in a great man's robea. 
I come to say I shall return to him. 
With all the Tuscan forces : they are not like 
Godfrey's imaginary myrmidons ; 
But steel-shod cattle to tread empires down : 
And thus his murder shall be well avenged. 
Emperor, I trample thee in Gregory's name ; 
Gregory, the supreme ruler of the earth ! 
I dreamed he had become a little child. 
Hush ! hush ! be silent — Oh, be silent I pray, 
For nobody knows of this. 

They're coming ! — they bring the perfect humanity, 
With skeleton mortals and a full-fed doom." 

Our space warns us that one more quotation must be our last. 
It is a worthy termination to a magnificent, though monotonous 
tragedy, somewhat deficient in that pecuhar interest which engages 
the million, but full of fine thought, lofty purpose, and energetic 
resolve, which a little more tact might have converted into a stir- 
ring drama. 

[Gregory, mortally wounded, is borne in by Damianusand Monks ; followed 
by Brazute and other Cardinals.] 

" Rejmce, great line of kings ! the serf-bom breath 
That sallied your enshrined memories, 
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Now hovers o'er the gulf! Set him down here, 
And bid the clarions cease ! 

Dami. — Lay him down gently. 

Gre. (dying,) — I hear the roaring of the Vatican flames ! 
Its statues fall with Gregory — ^not its hopes. 
Die, heart ! die quickly ! 

Braz. — Clement the Third, we name. 
Duly by us elected Sovereign Pontiff! 

Gui, — ^*T is premature — ^the Emperor, — 

Braz. — It is done. 

Voices. — ^Vivat Sanctus Pater Clemens Tertius ! 

Dami, — Let not our voices drown his parting sigh ; 
Oh, be our silence an intense heart's prayer ! 

Distant Voices — ^Vivat Sanctus Pater Clemens Titus ! 

Gre. (faintly to Dami.) — ^We have not failed; my breath fills all 
the place. 

Emp. — ^What hath he murmured, monk, into thy breast ? 

Ore. (faintly.) — Approach, thou perfect hero, who hath ruled 
This day of swords ! Approach me with thine ear — 
Stoop nearer — I wax faint. 

Emp. (stooping to listen.) — What wouldst thou say? 

Ore. (raising himself) — Kiss thou the dust from off* thy master's feet !" 

Mr. Home married, in 1847, Miss Foggo, the daughter of a 
respectable artist, and in a quiet cottage, near Finchly, avoids those 
envious perils which have been so fatal to men of poetical tempera- 
ment. His chief enemy is a tremendous self-will, which leads him 
to consider ten thousand acts of kbdness and obligation cancelled, 
should any word or deed come to light derogatory to his own self- 
importance. This is a grievous error, and lowers tjie standard of 
his heart as well as his head. If not corrected it will leave him 
a splenetic old man, stranded on the barren shores of misanthropy ; 
let him, while he has sail or rudder left, steer clear of so desolate a 
shipwreck. 

On the retirement of Mr. Fox, the Unitarian preacher, Mr. 
Home for some time became the editor of the " MontMy Eeposi- 
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tory," and some of his best poems appeared in this magaadne. We 
may instance " Delora " as one of the most successful. 

His last prose undertaking was to edit the " New Spirit of the 
Age/' a work which was planned by a friend of his, and at first 
intended merely to illustrate a few leadmg authors, whose original 
portraits were m the possession of the proprietor of the work in 
question. It was, however, too aesthetic for the masses, and much 
good criticism was thrown away. 

Mr. Home's next poetical undertaking was an epic poem called 
" Orion ;" but the most original feature of this was the price at which 
it was published — one farthing. The author placed this valuation 
on it as a means of forcing a sale, and also as a practical sarcasm 
at the want of estimation into which the loftier species of poetry 
had fallen: this piece of ingenuity was, however, not rewarded 
with the full success he expected : it had merely a half effect, 
which, under all circumstances, was as much as could be expect- 
ed. After exhaustmg two farthing editions, of five hundred copies 
each, the author ventured on an imitation of the old trick of the 
Sybils, and printed a third edition at one shilling, and a fourth at 
half-fi-crown : but the charm was broken — ^the epic ceased to be 
a joke, and the sale stopped. 



EXTRACTS FROM ORION. 

TH% FIRST APPEARANCE OF ORION. 

*' The scene in front two sloping monntains' sides 
Display'd ; in shadow one, and one in light. 
The loftiest on its summit now sustained 
The sun-beams, raying like a mighty wheel 
Half seen, which left the forward surface dark 
' In its full breadth of shade ; the coming suii 
Hidden as yet behind : the other mount. 
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Slanting transvetBe, swept with an eastward face, 
Catching the golden light Now while the peal 
Of the ascending chase told that the rout 
Still midway rent the thickets, suddenly 
Along the broad and sunny slope appeared 
The shadow of a stag that fled across, 
Followed by a gianfs shadow with a spear." 



MORNING. 

" 0*er meadows green or solitary lawn 
When birds appear earth's sole inhabitants, 
The long, clear shadows of the morning differ 
From those of eve, which are more soft and vague, 
Suggestive of past days and mellow'd grief. 
The lights of morning, even as her shades, 
Are architectural, and pre-eminent 
In quiet freshness, midst the pause that holds 
Prelusive energies. All life awakes. 
Mom comes at first with white, uncertam light ; 
Then takes a faint red, like an opening bud * 
Seen through gray mist ; the mist clears off; the sky 
Unfolds ; grows ruddy ; takes a crimson flush ; 
Puts forth bright sprigs of gold, which soon expandmg 
In saffron, thence pure golden shmes the mom ; 
Uplifts its clear, bright fabric of white clouds, 
All tinted, like a shell of polished pearl, 
With varied glancings, violet gleam and blush 
Embraces nature ; and then passes on. 
Leaving the sun to perfect his great work." 



SUMMER NOON. 

** There was a slumbrous silence in the air, 
By noontide's sultry murmurs from without 
Made more oblivious. Not a pipe was heard 
From field or wood ; but the grave beetle's drone 
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Paflsed near the entrance : once the cuckoo called 
O'er distant meads, and once a horn began 
Melodious plaint, then died away. A sound 
Of murmurous music yet was in the breeze, 
For silver gnats that harp on glassy strings. 
And rise and fall in sparkling clouds, sustained 
Their dizzy dances o'er the seething meads.** 

It is said, that one day when the author was sittmg in Mr. Mil- 
ler's, the publisher's shop, a boy came in, and shouted out in a 
nonchalant voice, " A penn'orth of epics," throwing a penny down 
on the counter. A satirical poet has also alluded to this work in 
those lines : 

" When epics four a penny at the shops. 
Brought down the price of taws and lollypops." 

Orion, so strangely pubHshed, is, with the exception of "The 
Death of Marlowe," the most finished of Mr. Home's lucubra- 
tions. Our readers will observe that he has adopted the Greek 
names of the- gods, instead of the Latin ones; these were supplied 
him by Dr. Schmitz, who revised the sheets as they passed 
through the press. 

Mr.« Home's last production is a dramatic poem entited '* Ju- 
das Iscariot," a miracle play. In this he endeavors to revive the 
old idea that the apostate apostle betrayed our Saviour in order to 
test his Divine nature, and that he destroyed himself out of disap- 
pointment, at his having pinned vhis faith to an impostor. Mr. Home 
is not answerable for the plot which he had found ready made to 
his hand, but he is responsible for the bad taste of the selection, 
and for the still greater shortcomings in the execution. He manages 
the hanging of Judas in the somewhat singular manner of his 
being strangled by rows of thoms, <fec. 

Mr. Home in person is short and inelegant, inclined to corpu- 
lence; his head is, however, very fine, being almost perfectly bald. 
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with the exception of a few ringlets which hang down in graceful 
tendrils on his shoulders. His complexion is fair, eyes Ught grey, 
the features somewhat small and finely chiselled; and altogether, 
the contour of hi^ face bears a resemblance to ^Shakspere's head 
on a small scale ; he is somewhat proud of this real or fancied 
likeness to the Sweet Swan of Avon. 

A somewhat ludicrous tale is told of Home's ringlets. When, 
through the friendship of Talfourd, he was appointed one of the 
Assistant Inspectors of Factories, he was warned by the prudent 
and worldly-minded lawyer that his ringlets might militate against 
his interests when he was called before the. Lords of the Council, 
as those sapient fellows might consider a wig indispensable to 
wisdom. After much beating about the bush, Talfourd hinted at 
the Dalilah-like process of shearmg the locks — not Belinda her- 
self could have been more astonished at " the fact accomplished " 
than was shown now at the enormity proposed ; a decided refusal 
was the poet inspector's reply. When, however, the morning 
dawned big with the fate* of ringlets and of Home, he, having 
weighed the grandeur of his tresses against the salary of his place, 
thought better of it; and as he was about to enter the Board Room, 
tacked the waving locks down the collar of his coat. He then 
went in, had his interview, and on coming down the steps> with 
great dignity released his imprisoned darlings from their durance 
vile. Efome was " himself again." 



10* 
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Lord Bacon has observed that some men are bom great — 
others achieve greatness, — ^and some have greatness thrust upon 
them. This passage, however true, is chiefly remarkable for being 
quoted by Shakspere, by his inimitable Maria, when she is about 
to quiz Malvolio into the belief of the Lady Olivia's love for her 
cross-gartered steward. It has sometimes occurred to us that a 
fourth class of human nature might be made out of that portion 
who thrust themselves upon greatness : of this section the amiable 
author of " Sonnets and sundry other Poems," would be a distin- 
guished ornament : indeed he might not unreasonably be called the 
" Magnus Apollo " of that peculiar race. 

One of the happiest strokes of Mr. Croker's pen is in a review 
of Moxon's Sonnets. The amiable sonnetter has placed, as a 
motto to this volume, the following quotation from Wordsworth : 

" In truth, the prison, into which we doom 
Ourselves, no prison is : — and hence to me, 
In sundry moods, 'twas pastime to be bound 
Within the Sonnet's scanty plot of ground." 

The aforesaid Croker whereon remarks thus blandly, and we are 
bound to add, in justice to the said Croker, most truly, "That 
might be very well for the author of * The Excursion,' to say, but it 
becomes perfectly ludicrous when uttered by Mr. Mozon. What 
might be a scanty plot of ground for an elephant like Wordsworth, 
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would be a boundless wilderness for a flea, like Edward Mozon." It 
is very seldom that we agree with anything we see in the " Quar- 
terly Review," but here we feel a kind of sympathy that reconciles 
us even to Croker, " the last infirmity of a noble mind." Indeed, 
the whole volume of the respectable " publisher of the poets " con- 
vinces us that it must be the volume referred to by Slender, when 
he says to his man Simple, 

" I would give a thousand pounds had 
I my Book of Sonnets here." 

Were we a Suydam, or a John Jacob Astor, we would give a 
thousand pounds not to have Moxon's Sonnets in America, if we 
were compelled to read them ; this is, however, a mere matter of 
taste, as we know one who reads them with peculiar relish to his 
unhappy wife and children, and that is, the simple-minded author 
himself. 

Lest we should be thought unjust towards this curiosity of 
type and paper, we proceed to favor our readers with some speoi- 
mens of the best we can find. Mark the peculiarity of his diction— r- 
how sweet his English lisps upon his tongue. 

TO A BIRD. 

" Sweet captive, thou a lesson me hast taught 

Excelling any which the schools convey ; 

Example before precept men obey. 
Metfainks already I have haply caught 
A portion of thy joy. Contentment rare, 

For one in dull abode like thince, I trace. 

Blended with warblings of such cheerful grace ; 
And yet without a listening ear to share, 
Save mine, thy melody. Thus all day long, 

Even as the youthful bard that meditates 

In scenes the visionary mind creates. 
Thou to some woodland image tum'st thy song ; 

A prisoner too to hope, like him, sweet bird, 

In lonely cell thou sing'st, and sing'st unheard." 
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But it is in Sonnet IX that the great poet converts himself into a 
farthing rush-light, and one of the happiest flights of fancy on re- 
cord, and resolves to 

«* Burn through Shakspere's matchless page." 
SOLACE DERIVED FROM BOOKS. 

«* Hence Care, and let me steep my drooping spirit 

In streams of Poesy, or let me steer 

Imagination's bark 'mong bright scenes, where 
Mortals immortal fary-land inherit 
Ah me I that there should be so few to merit 

The realized hope of him, who deems. 

In his Youth's spring, that life is what it seems, 
Till sorrow pierce his soul, and storms deter it 
From resting there as erst ! Ye visions fair 

Of genus born, to you I turn, and flee 

Far from this world's ungenial apathy ; 
Too blest, if but awhile I captive share 

The presence of such Beings as engage 
The heart, and bum through Shakspere's matchless page." 

Not content with burning Shakspere, Moxon resolves to let th6 
•world know that he is burnt in return : what can be more touching 
than his sonnet to "Woman's Heart." Edward Moxon, thou art 
truly the Grand Tiu-k of the fair sex. 

'* If I were asked what most my soul doth prize 

Of all the good gifts men enjoy below. 

Whether from Fortune or from Fame they flow. 
My answer would be thus. Not wealth, which flies 
Away from those who hold it in esteem, 

Nor yet the honors proud place hath to give : 

These were their donor changing die or live. 
Not ev'n earth's fairest mountain, vale, or stream, 
For these at times are 'neath dark winter's gloom : 

Take the world's pleasure and its loud acclaim, 

Leave me but this, like an unsullied name 
Which wears for aye the self-same hue and bloom — 

Need I the secret of my soul impart ? 

Be witness, ye that love, 'tis woman's heart.** 
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We feel almost inclined to forgive Mr. Moxon for his laborious 
and well printed trash, on account of the following verses to the 
" Memory of Charles Lamb." It is an invocation to Coleridge : — 

" Receive him to thy arms, mejodioos shade ! 

Thou knowest his worth, for round one fountain ye 

Together play'd, green wreaths of poesy 
Twining for your young brows that shall not fade. 
Few were your summers, when yon reverend pile, 

Rear'd by good Edward, your faithful king, whose dress 
* Marks still the Christ-boy 'mong the crowds that press 

Round holy Paul's, you entered with a smile ! 

Methinks I see you 'neath those cloisters gray 
Conning apart some Bard of elder days, 

Spenser perchance, or Chauser's pilgrim lay ; 
Or doth La Mancha's Knight your wonder raise ? 

Methinks I see you, as of old ye sate 

Within those waUs, with studious brows elate !" 

The mention of gentle Elia reminds us that Mr. Moxon was one 
of his kindest friends, and that the old wit testified his sense of it 
by leaving him one of his executors. We feel inclined to forgive 
the dull sonnetter on this very account, and hope he will extend a 
like charity to us, when we link the memory of the " Christ Boy " 
to his once more in concluding the present paper with a few 
anecdotes of Elia, hitherto unrecorded. 

One very rainy evening when Lamb and a friend of his were 
enjoying their " potation of spirit and water " over a Beaumont 
and Fletcher in folio — ^his sister begged Lamb to go and quiet their 
dog which in his kennel at the back door was making a dreadful 
howling. The old wit turned round to her and said, " Pray, my 
dear Mary, do let the poor beast outside, do as we are doing inside, 
enjoy his ' WTiine and Water.' " 

A Cheesemonger, who having realized a large fortune, retired 
with a genteel wife and still genteeler daughter to enjoy the " otium 
cum dignitate'' in a nobleman sort of way at Highgate, where he 
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had a superb villa, was above all thinga moat aniiolu to conceal 
from every one of his acquaintances that he had ever been engaged 
in trade at all — more especially in so low a calling as that of 
"Cheesemonger." It was the canker in his blooming rose of life, 
and any allusion, however accidental, was constmed by him into a 
deadly and never to be forgiven insnlt. 

In a large party at the house of the village clergyman, Cole- 
ridge, Lamb, and the quondam Cheesemonger were present. In a 
discussion on the hard Poor Law, which was then agitating the po- 
litical and social circles of London, the retired tradesman took high 
ground, and irritated the kind-hearted Elia by violent denunciations 
of the pool* ; turning round, and with great appearance of triumph 
over the sUent wit, he said to the company gejierally but more par- 
ticularly to Lamb, " You must bear in mind, sir, that I have got 
rid of all that stuff which you Poets call the ' Milk of Human 
Kindness.' " Lamb looked at him steadily, and gave in his acqui- 
escence in these words — " Yes, sir, I am aware of it — ^you turned 
it all into cheese several years ago." The retired Cheesemonger was 
inconsolable. 

Lamb was once invited by an old friend to meet an author who 
had just published a volume of poems ; when he got there (being 
somewhat early) he was asked by his host to look over the volume 
of the expected visiter. A few minutes convinced Elia that it pos- 
sessed very little merit, being a feeble echo of different authors. 
This opinion of the poetaster was fully confirmed by the appear- 
ance of the gentleman himself, whose self-conceit and confidence 
in his own book were so manifest as to awaken in Lamb that spirit 
of mischievous waggery so characteristic of the Humorist. Lamb's 
rapid and tenacious memory enabled him during the dinner to 
quote fluently, several passages from the pretender's volume. These 
he gave with this introduction — "This reminds me of some verses 
I wrote when I was very young "^he then, to the astonishment of 
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the gentleman in question, quoted something from the volume. 
Lamb tried this a second time ; the gentleman looked still more 
surprised, and seemed evidently bursting with suppressed indigna- 
tion. At last, as a climax to the fun, Lamb cooly quoted the well- 
known opening lines of " Paradise Lost," as written by himself. This 
was too much for the versemonger — he immediately rose to his 
legs, and with an impressive solemnity of manner thus addressed 
the claimant to so many poetical honors-^" Sir, I have tamely sub- 
mitted all this evening to hear you claim the merit that may belong 
to any little poems of my own ; this I have borne in silence, but. 
Sir, I never will sit quietly by and see the Immortal Milton robbed 
of 'Paradise Lost.'" 

When Lamb's farce of Mr. H. was acted, he gave a curious in- 
stance of one of his singular traits. It must be at once conceded that 
there were small evidences of humor in the piece, and the construc- 
tion was undramatic ; still there was much to show it was written 
by a man infinitely superior to all the farce writers in the kingdom. 
Towards the end of the performance, when it was evident to all 
that the piece was unmistakably damned, the attention of some of 
Lamb's friends was drawn to a very loud and violent hissing, which 
like a stormy petrel, seemed to ride on the whirlwind, and to di- 
rect the storm, or as Talfourd said, it was the most prominent fact 
of the evening, " by merit raised to that had eminence'' What was 
their astonisjiment to find that this vigorous expression of dissent 
came from Lamb himself, who, when questioned as to his motive, 
after the fall of the curtain, stammered out in his peculiar pop-gun 
manner, *' I was so damnably afraid they would take me to be the 
Author r 
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One of the firmest- believed axioms of the present age is, 
that Liberty is the child of Education, and that an enlightened 
nation must, of necessity, be free ; but, in giving the palm to 
what is termed education, they have bestowed the crown of laurel 
on the result, and not upon the cause. The victory has been 
the lauded, the teacher-warriors too often neglected or forgot- 
ten. It is the poet, the orator, and the philosopher, who create 
the patriot. Education does not presuppose freedom ; it is only 
a discipline which lends force and precision to the ideas taught : 
many a highly educated people have been oppressed, and are 
still so. The Germans are better educated than the English — 
England is infinitely freer than Germany. It is possible to edu- 
cate and drill a nation into slavery. Myriads of learned monks 
have been the slavish instruments of spiritual and temporal des- 
potism. It is, clearly, the teachers who sow the seeds of freedom. 

The authors of one generation are the spiritual parents of the 
next, which invariably reaps the full harvest of his thoughts and 
aspirations. Production and re-production co-everlastingly go on : 
the blasphemy of to-day is the religion of to-morrow. The thought 
for which some great-souled martyr died is, in time, the established 
faith of the million, who murder others for doubting the words which 
they destroyed the preachers for once uttering. *' The Dream of 
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the Student " is an accomplished fact; a great writer sends his silent 
but eternal voice into the world; at first it glides unseen, but it 
gathers force as it glides, till it descends an overwhelming ava- 
lanche on the strongholds of tyranny. The great poets produce a 
revolution, the revolution they cause produces another band of he- 
roic hearts who sing the songs of freedom and cheer the masses 
on to greater and more enduring triumphs. It was said of old, let 
who will frame the laws of a land, give to me the making of the 
songs; the first trains, the other fires— one forms the citizens, the 
other the hero and the patriot ; the first teaches prudence, the other 
unselfish virtue; the first regulates, the other creates; in a word, 
the poet is the patriot, the critic, the legislator ; we do not underva- 
lue legislation, we only wish to impress that it is distinct from the 
poet and the philosopher's work. The one is valor, the other disci- 
pline ; one concentrates and tutors the soul into self; the other ex- 
pands and carries it beyond. 

It is easy to trace the progress of freedom by the steps of lite- 
rature ; the tone of this day's teaching will be visible on the mor- 
row. Seneca uttered a truth weighty beyond the usual course of his 
thoughts when he said, " To-day is the scholar of yesterday." Let 
us not, therefore, forget this cheering fact ; it might almost resolve 
itself into an algebraic form, that if the masses who were educated 
by their parents and clergy of the last generation, have achieved 
the vast revolutions which so loudly speak the advance of man, what 
may we not predicate from the children of the present age, when 
every author of note is a republican or radical? There is not a man 
of genius now but who belongs to that class. In England we may 
instancej in proof of our assertion, Carlyle, Dickens, Talfourd, South- 
wood Smith, Tennyson, Browning, Home, Heraud, Thackeray, <fec. 
In' America they also write under the banner of liberalism. The writ- 
ings of the authors of to-day are the " Meney mene, tekel, upharsin " 
on the walls of every palace, and the tyrant trembles as did 
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Belshazzar of old, as he reads the inevitable sentence. What was the 
exception thirty years ago, is now the rule ; then a liberal author 
was hunted down as a wild beast, the scorn and dread of the aris- 
tocratic, the moneyed, and even of the middle classes. Every minis- 
try thought it a bounden duty to prosecute, imprison, or transport. 
Now all is changed, and the result in twenty years hence will be the 
overthrow of every despotism in the world. Who can hesitate to 
admit that the author is the grand civilizer, the patriot, the true 
hero, the mental athlete ; his voice is the trumpet march to victory ; 
his song invites all to the struggle, and cheers them in the conflict, 
and liis verse preserves and sanctifies them if they fall. He is the 
pillar of fire by night, the column of mist by day. He leads human 
nature to the promised land, and refreshes the fainting multitudes, 
during their wearisome progress, with waters in the wilderness. Eve- 
ry hving heart, like the rock, owns the magic of his wand, and res- 
ponds to its touch. Nature appeal's to the poets of our day, as she 
did in ancient times to the prophets. 

We have thought it necessary to introduce Mr. Carlyle with 
these remarks, for he is pre-eminently one of the great teachers of 
the age ; he is less of the mere author than any of his contempora- 
ries; his object Is to aid the development of his fellow-creatures, to 
urge them to cast aside the slavery of cant, and to " stand forth 
men, and not suits of clothes, with patent digesters placed inside 
them." It is somewhat to be regretted that his manner is deficient 
in that simplicity which renders the doctrines clear to the masses, 
but a little study soon enables the disciple to master the cypher of 
his style. It has sometimes occurred to us that the author of 
• " Sartor Resartus " has somewhat over Germanised his mind as well 
as his manner; we all know how a writer is tempted to transfer the 
style of his favorite author into his own, more especially when 
being, in another language, the trace of imitation is destroyed or 
nevtodized, and to this ** hero worship " of Jean Paul Bichter, per- 
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haps, is attributable the peculiarities of Mr. Carlyle's prose. While- 
this perversity, no doubt, interferes with his pMularity in one di- 
rection, we have a strong suspicion it adds to it in another, for tjhe 
charm of singularity is potent, and we have heard men of conside- 
rable eminence declare that Carlyle would lose half his attraction if 
'^ he wrote in the common method ; doubtless the worth of a thing is 
proportionable to the toil we have to achieve its possession, and 
there is a sort of half compliment implied to the reader where there 
is a difficulty or an obscurity in its expression. The probability is, 
judging from the simplicity and clearness of the greatest author of 
ancient and modem times, that an involved style is an evident con- 
fession of inability to complete the mental creation. 

Some have not scrupled to avow boldly their beUef, that in 
proportion as the thought is confused and imperfect, the expression 
is obscure and tortuous ; there can be no doubt that a vast differ- 
ence exists between the originality of a great writer, and the man- 
nerism of a pretender; certainly it is natural to suppose that an 
author, who has truths for the milhon, would put them into dress 
best contemplated to achieve that object. On the other hand, it 
must be conceded it not uinfrequently occurs that when a poet and 
original thinker appears, he brings with the bold thought a new 
phraseology, which is part and parcel of himself;* 

Thomas Carlyle was bom in Annandale, and is the son of a 
respectable farmer, who was an elder in the Secession Church. In 
his youth he went to Edinburgh, where he became intimate with the 
celebrated Edward Irving, for whom he cherished, to the last hour 
of his life, the greatest regard and admiration. 

When Ii-vmg died in his darkened sunset, how general was the 
censure and scorn of the low-minded mob ! Carlyle came out like a 
man, a real fiery-hearted man, and in Eraser's Magazine pronounced 
an oration over the grave of his departed friend. No flinching in 
this noble tribute to a great intellect and a fine heart who had gone 
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down to the tomb; here also he rebukes the world with a severe 
dignity worthy an^postle. His intimacy with Irving is a point he 
is very fond of alluding to, and he never names him without some 
tribute to that profound and gifted man. 

During his stay in Edinburgh, where he studied, he had many 
privations to endure, but his great heart went toiling on, supporting 
himself by teaching, and working for the booksellers. This is, how- 
-^ ever, a very common case with Scottish students, and there is 
scarcely a Scotchman of any eminence who has not at some time 
during his novitiate supported himself by drudgery. 

He soon grew attached to German hterature, and commenced 
a correspondence with Goethe, which continued with little intermis- 
sion till the great poet's death. When he left Edinburgh he became 
a teacher at Aberdeen, where he remained some time. Here in this 
gloom of soul he laid the foundation of that severity, almost amount- 
ing to bitterness, which renders him one of the most emphatic wri- 
-V ters of the age. You may always be sure Carlyle is in earnest ; 
no indifference ; he is at once in the thick of the fight, whatever 
the subject of battle, and the mailed fist of his argumentation is 
heard far off resounding. He has on this very account a sort of 
half admiration of men, whose principles he detests. Give him 
earnestness and he will forgive much. We may offer as an instance 
+ Nicholas of Russia. He has repeatedly said that he was perhaps 
the only man in Europe : what he wishes to do, he does ; what he 
thinks, he says ; at all events, through all hazards, he is the uncom- 
promising ; as he truly said, " He is no sham ; friend or foe you 
can depend on the autocrat." Truly, (as Carlyle says,) it is some- 
thing now a days to know there is such a man. There is too much 
in our times of the smooth whiskerless acquaintance, who associate 
with you when the sky is fair, but who sneak off when danger or 
storm comes. The timidity of such oily insincerities is as bad as 
the basest premeditated treachery — the results are the same. What 
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matters it to us if we fall by the withdrawing of the chair or by a 
blow from the chair wielded by the false friend's arm : in fact, the 
blow is the best of the two. We can guard against the one, or 
wrest it from his grasp, but the other sets foresight at defiance ; it 
produces also the worst possible moral effect ; it spreads suspicion 
through the human ranks, and we therefore maintain, with the true 
hearted author of ** Hero Worship," that one act of treachery (or 
timidity in defending a cause, or a friend) does more to degrade 
human nature than ten murders. 
Shakspere's 

" There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough hew them as we may," 

is applicable to Carlyle's sentences : let them be read in the true, 
the divine spirit, and his "rough hewn" periods become perfectly 
shaped, and convey their full meaning to the mind. 

Many critics have said that Carlyle's language is German : this 
18 an evident mistake ; his style is German in its outer form, but the 
words are eminently Saxon ; they have a forca and individuality 
quite refreshing after the inanities of Addison ; of the latter's far 
trumpeted classical style it may truly be said, it was a worthy com- 
panion to that singular compound of " verse and water," which 
was nicknamed poetry, much about the same time. Tickell and 
Blackmore are in verse what Addison is in prose, writers of smooth 
and elegant commonplace. 

Mr. Carlyle has resided for many years in the vicinity of Lon- 
don. His house is situated in the far-famed Cheyne Row, Chelsea, 
and looks immediately on the Thames. There, with his amiable 
wife, he has set up his tent, seldom visiting, but always glad to 
have a friend or so at his tea-table. 

His conversation is the most peculiar of any man of the day. 
This affords us an opportunity of glancing at the colloquial pecuU- 
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arities of the greatest intellects of England. Carlyle is nndotibtedly 
the strongest and most suggestive — now profoundly jocose, or jo- 
cosely profound. This minute putting an old thing or fact into 
a new light, and dragging it from the obscurity of conventional hy- 
pocrisy, dusting the cobwebs off, and holding it up at once a 
fresh object, with a dawning sim upon it ; now he startles you by 
shaking some drowsy old custom by the shoulders, and as he per- 
ceives it waking up in a state of astonishment, he completes the 
effect by bursting into a fit of good hearty Saxon laughter. All 
this is thrown off in a strong, abrupt manner, with Homeric com- 
pound words, provoking new combination of thoughts. Add to 
this an utterance unmistakeably Scotch. He has a rare manner of 
yoking the dissimilar together, and making them do good service 
in the double sense of co-operation and contrast. They seem to 
pull different ways, and yet the Juggernaut car of his demonstra- 
tion proceeds crushing beneath the wheels of his Scotch dialect a 
host of crawling reptile superstitions and conventional: " shams." 

Next to Carlyle, Leigh Hunt is probably the most interesting 
conversationist — but he wants his suggestive power: infinitely 
more amusing, he lacks the faculty of chaining the attention of his 
auditors. It is a perpetual flow of mental champagne, sparkling 
with anecdotes, refined jokes, witticisms, repartees, the peculiarities 
of celebrated men, celebrated streets, celebrated houses, celebrated 
mountains, celebrated mice ; in short it is a brilliant group of hete- 
rogenous recollections presided over by a genial appreciation — ^just 
as an assemblage of remarkable men are gathered together by a 
generous host whose tact enables him to extract the utmost possi- 
ble amount of individuality out of them. We have now an anecdote 
of Byron — then of Shelley — illustrated by some well known pas- 
sage in their works, the origin of which is developed — all this live- 
ly stream is given in a peculiar crisp voice which makes the " tout 
entemble " perfect. Dickens on the other hand depends more up- 
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on occasional shrewd observations, lightened by a ludicrous story : 
in addition to this, the author of Pickwick is a ready listener. 

When Talfourd is excited his conversation is very interesting, 
but it is too egotistical to be generally popular — still his admirable 
law stories, though somewhat too frequently told, are highly inte- 
resting, and show the man of great social talent. 

Mr. Home is perhaps one of the most amusing companions : 
he is eminently graphic : — and his wanderings in Mexico, and other 
parts of America, are always worth listening to, even though 
heard before. 

Browning's colloquial powers are Hmited — and their tendency is 
monotonous ; nevertheless, there often comes out of that subtle 
brain a host of strange learning which makes the listener pause. 
It generally happens that in the midst of an elaborate " oUa po- 
drida " he goes to the piano, which he plays with great precision 
and grace, and finishes the conversation by presenting some favorite 
sonata of Beethoven. Wc may as well name here that Leigh Hunt 
and Home are also tasteful musicians, and sing with considerable 
taste and effect. 

It was a curious study to glance round the room and let the eye 
rest upon each of these original men : Dickens, gayly dressed, active- 
ly engaged in either listening or talking, and doing both with an ap- 
parent interest so flattering to his antagonist — his large, dark rest- 
less eye roaming round the room for " future scenes " — ^his well 
made boots, shining like Luna, and then ever and anon the con- 
tracted eyebrow and the long hair thrown with a curious shake 
over the collar of his coat — a lady once said she saw he was the 
lion of the evening by his mane. While you are looking at him, 
you hear a pleasant hearty laugh from Leigh Himt, who has made 
Bpme cheerM pun, which he enjoys as much as though it had 
been said by another — there he sits with a sort of imaginary wash- 
ing of his hands, which no doubt he learnt from Mrs. Siddons in 
the famous scene from Macbeth. 
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His hazel eye still retains the fire of youth, his maimers their 
vivacity, and his youthfulness of spirit contrasts with the long gray 
hair parted on his forehead and hanging down his shoulders — for 
literary men, like Samson, seem to consider their strength resides 
in their unshorn locks. Leigh Hunt resembles one of the old no- 
blesse dressed in black, his coat generally buttoned to his chin : 
his tall spare figure : his urbanity of manners — all make up the 
look of a noticeable man. 

Earnestly talking with another, stands Browning, leaning on 
the mantle piece : his well made, neatly drest figure, of the small 
size, has a dapper appearance : his sallow complexion garnished 
with coal-black whiskers, which grow under his chin ; his hair how- 
ever is of a moderate length, and forms an exception to the rule 
before named. He is doubtless pointing out some curious passage 
from his favorite poet Donne, or quoting with extreme unction a 
few lines from Kit Smart, the mad poet : possibly he may be ex- 
plaining some peculiar dramatic effect of Alfieri, and urging upon 
the author of the " Blind Wife " the admirable method the great 
Italian poet pursued in writing and correcting his plays fourteen 
times before he trusted them into the printer's hands. 

Another has joined this little group : — It is Home, with his bald 
shining head, and little figure " en hon point ;" down his shoulders 
hang those graceful light auburn locks, so peculiar to himself. His 
light gray eye is twinkling at some remark Browning has made 
upon the simplicity of " Sordello." Seated on the sofa, with one 
leg crossed over the other, and with his hand buried in his bosom,' 
sits an old man, with a few straggling gray hairs on his forehead, 
dressed in tolerably well-worn black, his deep set eye, gray and ab- 
stracted, as though in some speculation lost ! he rises, his figure is 
tall, broad and gaunt, his deep guttural voice seems to come from 
the depths of his heart, and the impressive tone he speaks in gives 
an emphasis even to the commonest of commonplace ; he is reciting 



THOMAS CARLYLE. 241- 



a passage from Milton; he has got the first edition in his hand, and 
is demonstrating to an attentive listener that the " blind old man " 
intended an emphasis to be laid on every word beginning with a 
capital, excepting at the commencement of each line; he slightly 
stoops, but it is a trifle for so old a man, and his venerable face 
seems to light up at the sound of Milton's verse, and to bring back 
with them all the dreams of his youth, when wandering with Cole- 
ridge, Southey and Lamb, they held high converse with the mighty 
dead. 

We have only seen one portrait of the fine old poet that at 
all gives any idea of him ; a friend of his was so pleased with it 
that he sent the artist a sonnet, which we must find space to quote : 

« We die, and pass away ; our very name 
Goes into silence, as the eloquent air 
Scatters our voices, while the wearied frame 
Shrouded in daikness, pays the grave's stem claim. 
With the hlank eyes deep fixed in death's blind stare.. 
These sure were thoughts to plunge us in despair. 
But that the artist and the sculptor came — 
Then living music flows from buried lips, 
And the dead form throws off the grave's eclipse t 
Oh ! blest magician that can fix for aye, 
The fleeting image ; here I seem to gaze 
On Wordsworth's honored face, for in the cells 
Of those gray eyes. Thought, like a prophet, dwells, 
And round those droopmg lips Song like a murmur strays.'* 

But a loud guffaw from a comer of the room brings us back to the 
author of "Sartor Resartus." 

In a nobler spirit he writes thus : 

" Highest of all Symbols are those wherein the Artist or Poet has risen in- 
to Prophet, and all men can recognise a present God, and worship the same:. 
I mean religiou^ymbols. Various enough have been such religious Symbols, 
what we call religions; as men stood in this stage of culture or the other, and. 
could, worse or better, body forth the Godlike : some Symbols with a transient 
HitBinio worth ; many with only an eztfinflio. If thou ask to what height 

11 
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man has carried it in this matter, look on our diyinest Symbol : on Jesos of 
Nazareth, and his life and his biography, and what followed therefrom. High- 
er has the human thought not yet reached : this is Christianity and Christen- 
dom ; a Sjrmbol of quiet perennial, infinite character ; whose significance will 
eyer demand to be anew inquired into, and anew made manifest. 

<* But, on the whole, as time adds much to the sacredness of Symbols, so 
likewise in his progress he at length defaces, or even desecrates them ; and 
Symbols, like all terrestrial garments, wax old. Homer's Epos has not ceased 
to be true ; yet it is no longer our Epos, but shines in the distance, if clearer 
and clearer, yet also smaller and smaller, like a receding star. It needs a sci- 
entific telescope, it needs to be reinterpreted and artificially brought near us, 
before we can so much as know that it was a Sun. So likewise a day comes 
when the Runic Thor, with his Eddas, must withdraw mto diomesv; and 
many an African Mumbo-Jumbo, and Indian Wau-Wau be utterly abolished* 
For all things, even celestial luminaries, much more atmospheric meteors, 
have their rise, their calumniation, their decline. 

<' Small is this which thou tellest me that the Royal Sceptre is but a piece 
of gilt- wood ; that the Pyx has become a most foolish box, and truly, as An- 
cient Pistol thought, * of little price.' A right conjuror might I name thee» 
couldst thou conjure back into these wooden to(]|{s the divine virtue they once 
held. 

« Of this thing however be certain ; wouldst thou plant for eternity, then 
plant into the deep infinite faculties of man, his fantasy and heart ; wouldst 
thou plant for year and day, then plant into his shallow superficial faculties, 
his self-love and arithmetical understanding, what will grow there. A Hier- 
arch, therefore, and Pontiff of the worid will we call him, the poet and inspir- 
ed maker ; who, Prometheus-like, can shape new Symbols, and bring new fire 
from Heaven to fix it there. Such too will not always be wanting ; neither 
perhaps now are. Meanwhile, as the average of matters goes, we account 
him legislator and wise who can so much as tell when a Symbol has grown old, 
and gently remove it. 

•* * When, as the last English coronation, that of George IV. was preparing,' 
concludes this wonderful professor, ' I read in their newspapers that the ** Cham- 
pion of England," he who must offer battle to the universe for his new king, 
had brought it so far that he could now "mount his horse with little assis- 
• tance," I said to myself : Here also we have a Symbol well nigh superan- 
nuated. Alas, move whithersoever you may, are not the tatters and rags of 
superannuated worn-out Symbols (in this rag-fair of a world) dropping off every 
where, to hoodwink, to halter, to tether you : nay, if you shake them not t 
threatening to accumulate, and perhaps produce suffocation." 
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But truly, were we to point out to our readers all the fiue sug- 
g^stiye passages in thi3 great author's writings, it would occupy all 
our volume : — Space therefore compels us to close this notice of one 
of the most original and gifted men of the age, by observing that 
the nearest approach to him either in mind or manner is the Ame* 
rioan author, Ralph Waldo Emerson, of whom, by the way, we 
shall relate a little anecdote. 

During Fanny Essler's visit to the United States he accom- 
panied Miss Fuller, the celebrated authoress, to the Opera : de- 
lighted at one of the dancer's most triumphant pirouettes. Miss 
Fuller turned to Emerson and said, " Waldo — that's poetry." — 
The other replied, " Margaret, it is religion." This is one of the 
happiest " capping of a climax " we have heard for many a long day. 
A reader might hunt a long while before he found any system 
of philosophy in Carlyle's writings. A few great principles lie at 

-f- the bottom of all he has done. There is a strong hatred of every- 
thing conventional — a deep desire that more earnestness should be 
displayed in all we say, and all we do. He is a witness to the usur- 
pation of the intellect in every thing around us, to the neglect of 
. the still small voice that dwells in the heart of man, which should 
temper and guide that almost irresistible power. This cimning fa- 
culty of the will is worshipped because it is powerful — because it 
commands the means of life with certainty — but in doing this it 
tramples on hearts and affections and human ties in a fearful man- 
ner. It is cleverness, tact, intelligence, knowledge, all in one mind ; 
but these rnly, and without a heart. It was this same picture that 
caused that great master to exclaim, '' What shall it profit a man , 
if he gain the whole world, and lose his oum soul ?" 

^ Carlyle's whole philosophy is a battle for the truth — a fight 

against shallowness, insincerity, dullness and lying, wherever they 
appear; and he is as firm an upholder of simple dealing and 
straightforwardness, if.it have but earnestness in it. Sometimes, we 
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feney he carries this admiration of mere earnestness to an extent 
not warranted even by his own philosophy. Witness his life of 
Cromwell, who is as much a hero in his eyes while singing a psalm 
after the slaughter of thousands of his countrymen, as he is when 
speaking a good bold speech in favor of his country's freedom. 

Much of the merit of Carlyle's writings depends upon the fear- 
less and unreser>'ed manner in which the thought is spoken — what 
he says, he says as one man should say it to another; his language 
is not meant to conceal his thoughts, but to blazon them, as it were. 
His own earnestness, too, in what he does, is another reason of 
his weight with thinking minds — he is a follower of the philoso- 
phic teachers — he is hke Chaucer's " poor parson," who taught, 
" Criste's Love," " But first he folowed it himselve." It matters 
little where he appears, whether as advocate or whether as enemy. 
With this spirit he enters the field, and wojto him who is wanting 
in sincerity, humanity or ability ; see what scorn there is in some of 
his epithets ! some of his compound nicknames absolutely are crush- 
ing. G^igmanity for respectability, and gigmanity disgigged for the 
sunken respectable. His sincerity is so sincere, and the thought 
which a sincere look leads to, is so sad, at the same time so start- 
ling, that sometimes you feel quite appalled at the man's power in 
getting at and exhibiting to you the mysteries of life ; this, too, by 
no greater stretch of reason than we all possess, if we did but use 
what we have. There is something of this in the following — 

"The highborn (highest-born, for he came out of heaven) lies drowning in 
the despicablest puddles ; the priceless gift of life, which he can have but once, 
for he waited a whole eternity to be born, and now he has a whole eternity 
waiting to see what he will do when bom — ^this priceless gift we see strangled 
slowly out of him by innumerable packthreads ; and there remains of the glo- 
rions possibility, which we fondly named man, nothing but an inanimate mass 
of foul loss and disappointment, which we wrap in shrouds and bury under 
ground — surely with well -merited tears. To the thinker, here lies tragedy 
enough ; the epitome and marrow of all tragedy whatsoever." 

The Diamond Neekiaee* 
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Carlyle would emancipate man — man inthralled — man in chains 

( — ^the chains of custom and creeds : he would like to see the human 

soul working in the human body, and some respect paid to it also, 

) instead of the disrespect, or rather the no respect it meets: he 

;' would be glad to see it acknowledged even : for what is man, gene- 

t rally, to his brother man, but a good machine who casts his ledger 

correctly, or who strikes a good blow, or is cunning in putting 

wheels together to make another machine not nearly so complex as 

' himself. 

Mr. Carlyle's writings are very niunerous ; the chief are " Past 
and Present," "Sartor Resartus," "Chartism," "History of tlie 
French Revolution," and " Hero- Worship ;" the latter, a republi- 
cation of some lectures he delivered in London. We well remember 
how he impressed one of the most intellectual audiences the queen 
of cities ever gathered into one room. Here he held up to the ad- 
miring eye Dante, Shakspere, Johnson, Mahomet, Rousseau, and 
others long past away : his powerful mind flashed a new light upon 
these withered antiquities. It seemed as though 'neath his spell 
the grave had given up its dead to be again visible, and clothed 
r with those passions and conflicting elements which had formerly 
made them famous among their fellows. His lectures excited every 
listener to a self-activity, which enlarged the mind and braced its 
powers, and at once strengthened and extended the kingdom of 
thought 
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Charles Mackay, one of the most popular authors of the time, 
was born in Scotland about 1810, and after receiving a good gene- 
ral education, practised for the bar: here, however, his poetical 
temperament got the better of his legal prudence, and he rushed 
into the world of letters ! Coming to London he got introduced to 
the editor of the Morning Chronicle, and was engaged as sub- 
editor of thafc leading whig journal for some years. In 1844 he 
went to Glasgow, and undertook the editing of the "Glasgow 
Argus," a paper of considerable reputation. He returned to Lon- 
don some short time ago, where he stiU remains. Few men have 
made more friends than the author of " The Salamandrine," and 
" Voices of the Crowd;" his manners being pleasant and his conduct 
generous. He is about the middle height, hair inclined to a " dark 
golden," eyes dark, and of a ruddy happy countenance. He has 
contributed many of the most genial articles m " Chambers' Jour- 
nal." 

In " The Salamandrine " we have the etherialised love of a " su- 
pernatural nature " developed in the person of Amethysta. 

Sir Gilbert, the hero, is gazing upon a fire : in the midst of the 
flame, 

<< In the fiercest of the heat 
He sees a youth and maiden sweet, 
Unscorched amid the fire they stand 
And hold each other by the hand : 
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The hannless flames aroand them play, 
In hues of purple, gold and gray : 
They mount, they fall, they leap, they turn." 
* * * * * • » 

Sir Gilbert gazed upon the flameS) 
But could not speak for fear : 
Was he awake ; was he asleep? 
He saw the moon shine clear. 

« * * * 

Hark ! 'twas, a maiden's voice he heard : 
He could distinguish every word !" 

A conversation ensues ; he learns from the tenor of it that thej are 
brother and sister ! 

Sir Gilbert discovers also that the fair Salamandrine mourns 
over the mortality of her race, and envies the immortality of man. 

** * O happy ! happy man,' 
(Thus the maiden sang :) 
' At thy birth the heavens were glad, 
And hosanna's rang. 
Make us sharers in thy ga^l, 
Oh ! take pity on our pain ; 
And to our perishing souls impart 
The immortality of thine. 

For which with bitter tears we ever yearn and pine.' 
The soldier felt his inmost heart 
Warming with pity for their woe : 
' Most fair ; most melancholy things !' 
« « « « * 

Then came an answer to his thought, 

Soft as a breeze amid the grass ; 

It was the maiden's voice that sang 

And sighed again : < Alas ! alas !' 

We die ; we die ; we're banished from the sky : 

For us no bliss in happy realms above. 

Unless, man, thoult pity us and love.' " 

In this " Salamandrine '' Mr. Mackay had ample scope for his 
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Rosicrusian learning, but the subject was not so well suited to his 
poetical genius as it was to his acquired knowledge. It is full of 
fancy, but is very deficient in poetry, abounding in pretty de- 
scriptions and all the lighter graces of the muse. We are per- 
petually in doubt whether this and that passage are very nice 
verses, or whether they may not actually be called the mere fri- 
volities of writing. This is a sure evidence of a poet's failure, 
although it may prove him to possess considerable fancy. 

It is as a lyric poet of progress, as an utterer of " Voices from 
the Crowd," that we feel he is a true speaker of fine thoughts, and 
here we become aware that a brave, keen mind, and a fearless heart, 
are at work in man's behalf. He regards " old opinions " as " rags 
and tatters." The dignity of " daily work " he celebrates, instead of 
aristocratical arrogance and pomp. 

** Who lags for dread of daily work, 
And his appointed work would shirk, 
Commits a folly aud a crime, 
A soulless slave, 
A paltry knave, 
A clog upon the wheels of time. 
With work to do and store of health, 
The man's unworthy to be free 
Who will not give. 
That he may live, 
His daily toil for daily fee." 

He then denounces the causes which render emigration neces- 
sary; in another "Voice" he triumphantly anticipates when wars 
shall cease and brotherhood prevail. 

One of his pleasantest " Voices" is " On Railways" — 

" No poetry in railways ! foolish thought 
Of a dull train — to no fine music wrought, 
By mammon dazzled, though the people prize 
The gold above, yet shall not we despise 
The triumphs of our time, or fail to see 



CHARLES MACKAY. 249 



Of pregnant mind the fruitful prophecy, 
Ushering the daylight of the world's new mom." 

The poetry of Mr. Mackay is more adapted for the mass, who 
take up a book and put it down after an hour's pleasant reading ; 
It does not appeal to either poet, critic or thinker. The thoughts 
are not original nor profound, but just what a well educated, ear- 
nest man of a fine temperament might be expected to feel under 
certain moods; in addition, there is nothing to offend the most fas- 
tidious taste in morals or religion; for although his opinions are 
strongly expressed, they belong to the progressive, and not to the 
destructiye school of politics. 

He has a keen sense of the future, and a firm faith in the ulti- 
mate destiny of man ; nevertheless, there is too great a wdnt of 
originality either in presenting a truth to the mind, and of power in 
rousing the heart, ever to put him with the Tennysons and Brown- 
ings. He has a lively fancy, a neat mode of expression, and a 
sharp eye in selecting topics generally pleasing to the million. 
While, however, we suspect that he will never achieve any great 
or original work, let us thank him cordially for what he has done 
in prose and verse. 
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We propose in this chapter to glance at a few writera icrf »& in- 
ferior class; men who are not poets, but who h&re « certain sensi- 
bility of soul, and a facility of verse; it sometimes occurs, however, 
that this very mediocrity is advantageous to their popularity, and 
the fellow-feeling of the reader makes him wondrous Idnd to tiie 
author. 

Of this class, John Abraham Heraud is indisputably the great- 
est ; and, had he been possessed of a clear, bright understanding, 
instead of a mystical sophism, he would have been a distingdehed 
writer of prose; but this unhappy defect poisoned the chalice of 
pure thought; and in consequence, the author of the "Descent into 
Hell," and ** The Judgment of the Flood," is only a minor poet, 
of heavier pretensions and more learning than minor poets gene- 
rally have. 

The '* Descent into Hell," which is extremely dull, reminds us 
of a jeu de esprit of Douglas Jerrold : Heraud is an enormously 
vain man, and one evening he asked Jerrold if he had ever read his 
"Descent into Hell ;" the latter replied, " No, I would rather 9ee it." 
This calls to our recollection a still better retort the cynical author o^ 
**The Cai^dle Lectures" made to Albert Smith. Modesty is not, per- 
haps, the distinguishmg peculiarity of this clever author; possibly 
his greatest failing is a kind oi assumption, which leads him to be« 
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come occasionally boastful: one evening, at the Museum Club, on 
tls return from Paris, he was making somewhat free with the name 
of Lamartine, then in the heyday of his popularity, on account of 
the prominent part he had played in the recent French Revolution. 
According to Mr. Smith, the distinguished French statesman never 
cBd anything without his advice and assistance. He wound up a 
long and boastful eulogium on Lamartine's regard for him, by say- 
ing, " In short, ive always row in the same boat." Jerrold, who 
had been quietly listening to his brother author's rhodomontade, 
exclaimed, "That's very likely; you may row in the same boat, 
sure enough, but with very diflferent sort of sculls." The sarcastic 
wit accompanied this retort with a good tempered, but highly sig- 
nificant tap on his head. 

We chiefly mention Mr. Bennett as an instance of the evil cheap 
journals do to young men of that vague restlessness of mind, so 
often mistaken for a poetic faculty. Easily accessible, they tempt 
the scribbling shopboy to neglect his day-book or his counter, and 
instead of adding up pounds of cheese, he writes verses for Howitt's 
Magazine or the People's Journal. This has been the case with Mr. 
Bennett, who is, we are told, clerk or assistant to a jeweller or 
pawnbroker at Greenwich. These facts, although sufficiently amus- 
ing, degrades the dignity of authorship, and ought to be discou- 
raged. Literature, however, will always have these animalculse 
writers of verse and prose, and we niust, therefore, put up with the 
Bennets, the Archer Gumeys, and others of that class in England, 
and set them off with a similar race in America. 

Mr. Edmund Reade is another very curious animal of the verse 
spinning genus; he exhibits the peculiar faculty of changing him- 
a^ into the last author he reads, as some insects become the color 
of the plant they last fed on; for instance, if he has been studying 
Wordsworth's " Excursion," he comes out as a pedler, in a complete 
Mi id ipmj, and somiiiliMriies all by the drowsy hununing of his 
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voice; shortly after he lives upon Croly, and he then becomes 
Cataline ; after a meal on Byron he disgorges " The Records of the 
Pyramids," " Dying Gladiators," and so on. We recommend the case 
of this gentleman to all zoologists. 

Mr. Archer Gurney is another specimen of that small tribe of 
versemongers which have the same proportion to poets that monkeys 
have to men; ]ike that chattering. tribe, their gibbering and antics aie 
sometimes diverting, but there is something painful and revolting 
to our feelings in the absurd resemblance they bear to the superior 
nice. Mr. Gurney has published two volumes, the first, an apish 
resemblance to " Lalla Rookh," entitled " Love's Legends," and the 
other a curious drama, called " Charles I ;" the latter is, perhaps, the 
funniest specimen of a tragedy on record. While Talfourd's trage- 
dies are pretty, Gurney 's are funny ; it was suggested by the author 
of " Orion " that there was a striking resemblance between the hero 
and the poet, in the fact of both having no head ; be this as it may, 
Mr. Archer Gurney might just as well have been without his head, 
seeing the little use he has made of it in this curious drama. Two out 
of three of the scenes end thus, in the veiy middle. " The scene closes 
in great confusion — exeunt confusedly." An act is generally brought 
to its termination in this ingenious manner : " a great uproar, the 
curtain falls amid wild confusion." This terrific confusion and disor- 
der are the only evidences we have of Mr. Archer Gurney 's heiid. 
We ought to add, as another proof of thi» young bardling's genius, 
that at a dissolution of Parliament he rushes about, as a sort of 
clown, contesting impossible elections ; now he suddenly appears as 
the antagonist of Lord Morpeth, for the West Riding of Yorkshire, 
but on the day before the election he forgets all about it, and rides 
home on the outside of the mail ; he then throws a sommerset, and 
comes plump down at Lambeth, where he threatens to annihilate 
Mr. Hawes, but he don't altogether do that, for on the close of the 
poll the numbers are somewhat in this fashiou — Hawes 6097, 
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Gurney 1. This solitary voter turns out to be Mr. Hawes him- 
self, it being customary for each candidate to vote for his antago- 
nist. Mr. Gurney's last political feat was to accompany his friend, 
Mr. Ernest Jones, to a Chartist Meeting, where he disturbed the 
harmony of that rational class of beings by undertaking to prove 
them all wrong, and consequently engaging to convert them all into 
loyal and contented citizens. The argument was closed by their 
ejecting the eloquent tory head over heels 'through a window into 
the street, minus his hat and coat; it is rumored that Mr. Fergus 
O'Connor was seen the next day in a far superior cover to where 
his brains ought to be, and also in a better surtout. It is shrewdly 
suspected that he, like the Romans of old, wore his vanquished^ 
enemy's armor as " optima spolia.'' 

We forbear trespassing on our reader's patience by giving any 
specimen of these gentlemen's poetry. 

But ere we dismiss this knight errant of politics and poetfy let 
us endeavor to give our readers an idea of the outward man : he 
has the misfortune to be slightly deformed at the hip, and has a 
club foot : this, however, mterferes little with his activity : about 
the middle size, has an open intelUgible countenance, hght brown 
hair, blue eyes, and fair complexion : his manners are frank and 
prepossessing, notwithstanding a more considerable share of self- 
respect than is generally apparent in our fellow creatures : he is still 
very young, not having reached yet his thirtieth year : he is a staunch 
churchman, and very estimable in his relations of life, &c : unmar- 
ried. We ought to name that he is a good German scholar, and 
has translated very creditably the second part of Goethe's " Faust." 

Another minor poet, of some httle pretension, is John West- 
land Marston, the author of several acting plays, such as " The 
Patricians Daughter," " The Heart and the World," and " Strath- 
• more." The first and last were tolerably successful on the stage, 
- ftlthongh totally deficiunt in the higher requisites of the drama. 
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** The Heart and the World " was unequivocally condemned the 
first night, notwithstanding the adrahuble acting of Miss Helen 
Faucett, who performed the chief part of Florence. 

Mr. Marston, the son of a clergyman, was bom in 1819, and is 
descended from a respectable family in Lincolnshire. 

In his twenty-first year he came to London, resolved to try his 
Baccess m the world of letters : after writing for several of the 
second class magazines he finished his tragedy of '' The Patrician's 
Daughter," and introduced himself to Mr. Dickens, who fortunate- 
ly became interested in the play. Struck with the novelty of " a 
eoat-and-l»'eeches tragedy," the good tempered novelist recom- 
mended Macready to produce it, and after some little hesitation the 
distinguished actor took himself the chief character, Mordaunt. 

This piece having been performed several times in America, 
renders any lengthed ciitique unnecessary, we shall therefore con- 
tent ourselves by stating that it is too deficient in interest ever to 
be any thmg more than endured : the hero is a singular compound 
of ill manners, ill breeding, ill feeling, and brutality: the morbid 
action of a wounded conceit is too petty to interest us in the hero, 
even if otherwise a good and tolerably great man, but when, added 
to this, he is a narrow souled parvenu, the dignity of tragic action 
is lost, and the whole interest destroyed. The scope and progress 
of the piece is too limited, and the want of comprehensiveness in 
plan, and force in execution, render this one of the least satisfac- 
tory of acting plays : besides these grave organic defects, there are 
continual errors of treatment, fatal to all vitality. 

The only dramatic effect is where Mordaunt rejects the hand 
of Mabel, a piece of absurd, lumecessary and totally unnatural 
brutality. That scene alone shows that Mr. Marston is only melo- 
dramatic, and not dramatic : — for the true poet produces his great- 
est effects not by outraging the sympathies, but by vindicating them ; 
end «o writer who has any knowledge of the homao JhiMCt wiU 
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produce a scenic effect at the suicidal cost of destroying the audi* 
ence's interest in his hero. 

The petty spite of Mordaunt (whom Mr. Marston makes a sort 
of Byron and Canning together) becomes perfectly ludicrous. 
Would the commonest Titmarsh in creation, merely to resent the 
rejection of his offer for a lady of rank's hand, descend to the 
meanness, by his perseverance of overcoming the haughty father's 
objection, and then at the very altar, rejecting the lady, to soothe 
his wounded " V amour propre,^* A clever low bom demagogue, 
who adds the somewhat anomalous accomplishment of writing 
Tenes, manages to get into Parliament ; here he makes an elo- 
quent speech which elevates him into a temporary position of im- 
portance. The minister invites him to stay during a parliamentary 
recess at his country seat, a sort of sop to the mushroom politician 
patriot, who from the dramatist's account seems to be the victim of 
conceit and mflated arrogance. Here he becomes enamored of the 
Earl's daughter, who pretty unmistakeably evidences to the parva- 
nu that she returns his affection. Surely in a man of any mind or 
heart this would have created a feeling of gratitude and unselfish 
love. He proposes for the lady's hand, and is very naturally reject- 
ed by the father of the lady. The magnanimous gallant vows ven- 
geance, and devotes all his energies to become a very great man, 
which' by the way is no very difficult thing to accomplish in a second 
rate play : — an inferior dramatist is always detected by this sort of 
writing ; like a harlequin, he has the faculty of changing a common- 
place fellow into a hero, by the mere touch of his pen ; — but this 
*' hey presto " kind of proceeding is fatal to all dramatic excellence, 
and proclaims indeed the fact that the author is not, and never will 
be, a dramatist. Mordaunt having become Premier, renews his offer 
for the lady's hand, and is accepted. The day of their nuptials is , 
appointed ; all are met to celebrate the ceremony, when the bride- 
groom eleot geto ap, and makes a speech, ending all by rejecting the 
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lady m the sight of all, and thus immolates his victim on the shrine 
of his own absurd wounded vanity. 

He does this under the ridiculous idea that he is vindicating the 
insulted dignity of man, saying 

'< For when convention dares to tread down man, 
Man shall arise in turn and tread down it," 

by no means ** a palpable kit /" The magnanimous hero having thus 
insulted and degraded the woman he ought to have delighted to 
honor, rushes out, and the act ends. 

The play concludes by the lady putting herself into a gallop- 
ing consumption, and thinking to save her life the broken-hearted 
aristocratical father humbles himself so far as to go to the house 
of ihe magnanimoiis hero, and beg him to marry his daughter, as a 
sort of last resort of physic and last hope of the doctors : as Mor- 
daunt is about to promise he will be the dose of ipecacuanha in or- 
der to cure the lady, the patient herself rushes in, and after some 
highly absurd dialogue, dies in Mordaunt's arms, who forthwith calls 
himself a brute ; the only bit of truth and common sense he utters 
in the whole play, but which the audience have been saying for 
him all the time ; and falling at the old Earl's feet, says, " Father," 
whereupon the Earl says, " My son," and the curtain falls. 

We should have passed this play over altogether had it not 
been performed both in England and America with some ap- 
plause by the unthinking mob. Mr. Marston evidently thinks that 
a startling absurdity is a striking eflPect, consequently, his heroes 
are invariably stage-struck cockneys ; asort of cross breed, between 
the milliner and costermonger, combining the spurious shabby gen- 
tility of the one animal, with the brutality of the other. What can 
show more of the man-milliner than Mordaunt's conduct before he 
made the ofifer of marriage to Mabel's father; and what more of the 
costermonger than his behavior after his refusal. We cannot forbear 
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involuntarily exclaiming, give us Shakspere and Bowery b'hoyism in 
preference to Marston and the Fifth Avenue. Or to put it into its 
simplest elements, let us have human nature before codfish aristo- 
cracy. God makes the one, but tailors and milliners the other. It 
will be seen that this play consists of three situations ; namely, the 
refusal of Mordaunt's first offer; his rejection of the lady in his 
turn; and, thirdly, Mabel rushing into her lover's house to die. 
Let us realize this absurdity by inquiring for an instant into the pos- 
sibility of an English aristocrat forgetting, not alone conventional 
dignity, but human nature, so far as to implore a man who had so 
grossly insulted his daughter ; — and fancy Mabel, so forgetful of fe- 
male propriety as to rush to this man's house, merely to have the 
pleasure of dying in his best drawing-room. But, enough of this : 
Mr. Marston's best performance is undoubtedly his dramatic poem 
" Gerald," for, although even here the sentiment is sickly, there are 
many sweet passages, not enough, certainly, to prove the poet, but 
sufficient to demonstrate the elegant versifier. There is a certain 
family resemblance between Mordaunt and Gerald; both young 
men of plebeian extraction, with a decided tendency to versify- 
ing ; both dissatisfied with their position in life ; they alike pine for 
the countenance and society of men of rank ; unerring signs of an 
inferior nature ; and both are exposed to the insolence of the class 
they wish to force themselves upon. 

Mr. Marston's last play of " Strathmore " is free from this ob- 
jection ; but the construction of the plot is very involved, and the 
most effective scene in the play is copied from Racine ; even to the 
very word " die," which forms the climax of the effect. In all these 
plays there is a total want of that truthfulness and simplicity which 
appeals to the human heart, and receives the heart's response. The 
dialogues of most modem plays are composed of talking at each 
other, a rhetorical display ; and not an interchange of antagonism, — 
a striving of two discordant natures for a mastery, the sol^tki^ ^^ 
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which is the dramatic result. This is our idea oi tragic dialc^e. 
Comedy, of course, depends on an elegant fencing, an interchange 
of thrusts and parries, a brilliant combat of wits; not a deliberate 
hacking of one party at the other for a certain number of lines, and 
then a standing still for the other to have his '' hack away " in 
return. 

It is unpleasant to be compelled to speak so unfavorably of 
men of talent and cultivated taste; but so long as we confound 
these with men of genius, so long will the judgment of the many 
be of a low standard. The mind must not be educated into a 
false mediocrity, or the world will soon become a mob of mental 
dwarfs. Besides, it is the height of injustice to the man of real 
genius, and of still greater to those who pin their &ith to a book. 
The false prophets of literature must be driven from the tem- 
ple ere true religion can be preached to the multitude. Our space 
forWds our carrying out this subject to the extent we should wish, 
we must therefore return to Mr. Marston, and say a few words on 
the man. 

In 1842 Mr. Marston married a lady considerably older than 
himself, but clothed in the magical garment of **a small pro- 
perty." They live in Camden Town, near London, and are much 
attached to each other. 

Their acquaintance was the result of a correspondence on lite- 
rary matters ; very dangerous weapons in a young lady's hands. 
In person Mr. Marston is tall and slenderly made, with an mclina- 
tion to Btoop ; he has a slight impediment in his speech, and alto- 
gether gives little outward evidence of the author. His manners 
are amiable. Like Tennyson, he is an inveterate smoker. 

We shall conclude this chapter with a few remarks on George 
Stephens. Few men have spent so much labor and gold in the pur- 
suit of dramatic fame as the author of " Martinuzzi," and very few 
have received less in return. Of undoubted genius, he has yet 
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missed the cro-wn, and we take upon ourselves to say, his own irri- 
table impatience has been his chief opponent. The public are very 
much like children in the matter of fame: if you are constantly 
stretching forth your hands for it, they will find a curious half spite- 
ful pleasure in putting away the previously oflPered wreath, while if 
you sit down in a state of perfect indifference, the chances are they 
will come and crown you. 

Mr. Stephens* latest productions are, we think, the best ; we 
allude to " Dramas for the Stage." The title is eminently typical 
of their chief defect ; they are too evidently written for stage effect ; 
they seem made for the actors, and not the actors for them ; all is 
sketchy : it seems as though the dramatist had been determined to 
abolish the impertinence of poetry, and present his idea to the 
reader in its boldest possible shape : the flesh is hewed off with an 
xmsparing hand, and a distorted skeleton is given instead of a slen- 
derer frame : when the diminishing process is employed the lan- 
guage ought to be pared away by fine degrees to a graceful sym- 
metry, and not all the flesh taken from one part and all left on an- 
other. But this comes of an author foolishly believing in the wis- 
dom of a manager, or the candor of a critic ; it would be as safe to 
believe the purity of a courtesan, or the liberality of a publisher. 
All these questions depend more on the self-interest of the man 
ihan on the principle ; self-interest is so fatal a blinder to the men- 
tal and moral vi»on, as to destroy all reliance on its crediUlity. 

The first tragedy in the volume, entitled " Nero ;" acting upon 
an opinion current with many that all the Caesars were madmen, 
more or less, he ^akes the climax of their insanity come to a point 
in Nero, the self-conscious madman. This is a fine conception, and 
it is finely worked out. Nero ponders on his conscious insanity thus: 

" Thus I one moment from the troubled tide 
Of my mysterious soul draw up strange truth ; 
The nezl, who knows what deed the ^eem\Mi^vi«^ 
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Of demons, that dwell through me, might not prompt 
When reason, like a horse that 's scared by lightning. 
Whirls down the abyss I to play the master prince 
Of all the world, fame's frenzy to the brain. 
Until, worst plague of fiends, I feel possessed." ' 

There are several scenes in this play of . the highest tragic 
power, and would eminently succeed on the stage. It is scarcely 
' possible to credit, from the many evidences of dramatic force and 
construction exhibited in this drama, that it was the production of 
the author of " Martinuzzi," In the latter all is exaggerated and bom- 
bastic; the language is rather startling than poetical, and the cha- 
racters act from a species of insane confusion, rather than from the 
clashing of interests and the developments of personal peculiarities. 
But in " Nero " there is a unity of purpose, phm and execution, which 
elevates the character of Mr. Stephens into the dramatist. How 
finely wrought is this part of a scene between the Empress and 
Otho, her former lover : 

" Po;>.— Fumes of Hell 
Flew t6 my brain ! the rites were spells of wme, 
They seized my escaping hand, as sore beset 
I swooned. What could I then do, Otho? 

Otko.— Die!** 

We cannot help noticing the singularly striking plagiarism of Mr, 
Marston, in his new play of " Strathmore ;" it appears, from what 
we have seen, that the only really effective part of that play waa 
the scene where the climax was brought about by the same word 
and situation ; singular enough that so palpable a quotation should 
have escaped notice ; it is another evidence of how one poet's im- 
noticed success saves an inferior poet's production. The ejaculation 
is, however, too emphatic and peculiar to be altogether accidental; 
but let us be tolerant while we give to the true author his real 
meiit But undoubtedly Mr. Stephen's triumph in dramatic com- 
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position is the Chinese drama of " Self- Glorification." It is well 
constructed, and full of fine poetry; it certainly, for a wonder, com- 
bines the two requisites of fine dramatic writing; and we feel at 
once the union of sweet thought to words admirably framed for 
music. Mr. Stephens has been unfortunate in identifying himself too 
much with the stage ; a wider feeling would have saved him from 
much mortification in his endeavor to rescue the theatres from the 
hands of the managers ; we understand he lost above twelve hun- 
dred pounds sterling in that attempt. He lives a quiet country life 
at Elstree, on the borders of Epping Forest. 
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Mankind gives but a churlish welcome to poetry : even the pre- 
sent age, with all its aflPected indignation at the apathy of past ge- 
nerations — ^with the warnings of former persecutions and neglects — 
with the old distich ringing from the voice of antiquity — 

** Seven cities now contend for Homer dead, 
Through which the living Homer begged his bread " 

with Chatterton, starved into desperation and insulted by the cold 
apathy of Walpole — all these speaking loudly to the enlightened 
nineteenth century — still the world reacts the old drama and jus- 
tifies the past. Abundant beyond all example, excellent in point of 
abstraction, generated in the highest regions of the cultivated mind, 
and appealing to the deepest feelings of heart and soul, song pours 
a cataract of majestic waters, and baptises from the opened win- 
dow of Heaven the whole human race — ^yet the world is careless 
of the presence, and only now and then vouchsafes a hearing. 

Perhaps the world drama acting about us, and within us, is in 
its practical aspect too great and stirring for speculative poetry. At 
all events the public, like a limping cur, lags painfully behind the 
great poet, statesman or philosopher, yelping and not applauding. 

Tardy recognition insults the genius which it starves and then 
crowns. 

The millionaire and the soldier have preoccupied the pedestals 
of every statue, and the poet is often his own public. 

The present age «has been fertile in religious poetry of an ex- 
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traordinary character, Mr. Heraud's "Judgment of the Flood/' 
and "Descent into Hell," — Mr. Brownmg's "Paracelsus," Goethe's 
"Faust," and Mr. Bailey's "Festus," are all works of a kindred 
spirit fot speculative daring, dauntless imagination, and profound 
and mysterious feeling : with theological dogmas it is perilous to 
touch in poetry, yet of all objects they are the most attractive to 
the greatest poetical minds. The fascination of the subject be- 
comes dangerous ; the brightness of the glory allures, and the 
soul would rush in, and be consumed ; but some merciful repelling 
power prevents that self-sacrifice to which the supremely beautiful 
allures. 

Hard it is, however, to escape without a scorched or wounded 
wing, but, as the hghtning consecrates what it shatters, even so 
the divine fire hallows what it sears. Mr. Bailey's poem of " Festus " 
is audacious in its piety, not avoiding the loftiest mysteries, be- 
cause destruction waits upon the rash intruder. 

' There is, however, a wide difference between the heretical in 
opinion and the heretical in character. Coleridge well observes, 
" We may know what is heresy, but not who is the heretic !" So in 
" Festus," much of the most beautiful parts of the poem are " here- 
tical" The poet was barely twenty when he finished it : yet it dis- 
plays the vigor and the thought of the man. Strict theological truth 
will no doubt overthrow the work, as it will do the theories of Dante 
and Shelley, involving them in the confusion and ruin of the Babel 
they have raised ; but let the full amount of human weakness be 
confessed, and not insulted. 

Genius may be a barren — an abortive aspiration, but it is in the 
seeking, and not in the finding, that exercise is implied and strength 
acquired. 

The subject of " Festus " is the purifying process of evil, 
worked out by love of God and love of man. The love of God 
more infinite than sin — the other finite as defect. 
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To the second edition he has prefixed a sort of apology, or de- 
fence of his subject. We extract a few lines: • 

" Poetry is itself a thing of God ; 
He made his prophets poets, and the more 
We feel of poesie do we become 
Like God in love and power — under makers. 
All great lays, equals to the minds of men. 
Deal more or less with the divine, and have 
Forced some good of mind or soul in man. 
The mind is this world's ; but the soul is God's ! 
The wise man joins them here all in his power." 

Such, then, is his conception of his mission. He next tells us that 
fiction is higher than fact, but he would have every work of fiction 
crowned with hearty hoUness : 

*' As a gold cross the master dome, and show 
Like that instouiment of Divmity, 
That the whole building doth belong to God." 

Next he ventures on the hypothesis, " that all are of the race of 
God, and have in themselves good;" declaring that his theme is of 
a soul being saved : 

** 'Tis the bard's aim to show the mind-muse world. 
Without — within — ^how the soul stands with Grod, 
And the unseen realities about us. 
It is a view of life spiritual 
And earthy." 

A view, which requires faith in writer and reader. It is here the 
poet describes himself first as a hot, young, un-world-schooFd heart, 
that has had its own way in life. Secondly, as the " world man, in 
whose heart one passion stands for all." The most indulged — and 
thus he has intersphered the universal and the individual. Again : 

" And though these scenes may seem to careless eyes 
Irregular and rough and unconverted. 
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lake to the stones at Stonehenge, though eOnyolv^Mi 
And in primeyal mystery, still in use, 
^meaning and a purpose may be marked 
Among them of a temple reared to God, 
The meaning always dwelling in the word 
In secret sanctity, like a golden toy 
*Mid beauty's orbed bosom — scenes of earth 
And heaven are mixed, as flesh and soul in man." 

Mr. Bailey thus gives us the outer shell of his ism — 

" Free Will is but necessity in play — 
The clattering of the golden reins which guide 
The thunder-footed coursers of the sun, 
The ship which goes to sea informed with fire, 
Obeying only its own iron force, * 
Reckless of adverse tide — ^breeze dead, or weak 
As mfant's parting breath — too faint to stir 
The feather held before it — is as much 
The appohited thrall of all the elements, 
As the white boxwood bark which woos th6 wind. 
And when it dies demsts." 

** The arrow knoweth not its end and aim, 
And I keep rushing — ruining along, 
Like a great river rich in dead men's souls. 
For if I knew, I might rejoice, and that 
To me by nature is forbidden — I know 
Nor joy nor sorrow — but a changeless tone 
Of sadness, like the night wind is the strain 
Of what I havd of feeling." 

All great spirits are unconscious of the work they do. The earth 
puts forth the poetry of the season without an effort, knd genius 
partakes of the blindness of nature. As the mind becomes more 
and more conscious of its operations, (^sease is at work; even 
as the health is going, when we become aware of digestion, and the 
physical processes. Pure health is the genius of the body, un- 
conscious of the working of the wonderful machine within— the 
hearths pulse should be the only recogoifiable &et of life. 

12 
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One great merit m the author of ''Festns'* is the force with 
which he closes many of his fine illustrations. 

" Who can mistake great thougfats? 
They seize upon the mind ; arrest, and search. 
And shake it ; bow the tall soul as by wmd ; 
Rush oyer it like rivers over reeds, 
Which quaver in the current ; turn us cold. 
And pale, and voiceless ; leaving in the brain 
A rocking and a ringmg, — glorious. 
But momentary ; madness might it last. 
And close the soul with Heaven as with a seaL" 

Sometimes he has glimpses of the happiest tenderness. 

« When he hath had 
A letter from his lady dear, he bless'd 
The paper that her hand had travell*d over. 
And her eye look'd on, and would think he saw 
Gleams of that light she lavished from her eyes. 
Wandering amid the words of love she'd traced 
Like glowworms among beds of flowers. He seemM 
To bear with bemg but because she loved him ; 
She was the sheath wherein his soul had rest. 
As hath a sword from war." 

His definition of a poet is also worthy of admiration. 

** The bard must have a kind, courageous heart. 
And natural chivahy to aid the weak. 
He must believe the best of every thing ; 
Love all below, and worship all above. 
All animals are living hieroglyphs. 
The dashing dog, and stealthy-stepping cat. 
Hawk, bull, and all that breathe, mean something more 
To the true eye than their shapes show ; for all 
Were made in love, and made to be beloved. 
Thus must he think as to earth's lower life 
Who seeks to win the world to thought and love, 
As doth the bard whose haMt is all kindness 
To every thing." ^ 
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As a specimen of his metaphysical powers we quote. 

" Faith is a higher faculty than reason, 

Though of the brightest power of revelation, 

As the snow-peaked mountain rises o'er 

The lightning, and applies itself to heaven, 

We know in daytime there are stars about us 

Just as at night, and name them what, and whera 

By sight of science ; so by faith we know. 

Although we may not see them till our night. 

That spirits are about us, and believe. 

That to a. spirit's eye all heaven may be 

As full of angels as a beam of light 

Of motes. As spiritual, it shows all 

Classes of life, perhaps above our kmd. 

Known to tradition, reason, or God's word. 

As earthly, it imbodies most the life 

Of youth ; its powers, its aims, its deeds, its failings ; 

And as a sketch of world-life, it begins 

And ends, and rightly, in heaven, and with Grod ; 

While heaven is also in the midst thereof. 

God, or all good, the evil of the world. 

And man, wherein are both, are each displayed ; 

The mortal is the model of all men. 

The foibles, follies, trials, sufierings 

Of a young, hot, un-world-schooPd heart, that has 

Had its own way in life, and wherein all 

May see some likeness of their own, 'tis thes« 

Attract, unite, and, sunlike, concentrate 

The ever-moving system of our feeling ; 

Like life, too, as a whole, it has a moral, 

And, as in life, each scene too has its moral, 

A scene for every year, of his young life. 

Shining upon it, like the quiet moon. 

Illustrating the obscure, unequal earth : 

And though these scenes may seem to careless eyes 

Irregular and rough and unconnected. 

Like to the stones at Stonehenge ; still a use, 

A meaning, and a purpose may be mark'd 

Among them of a temple rear'd to God, — 

It has a plan, no plot ; and life has none." 
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Chir last specimen is a fine extract on " Truth and Sorrow," 

** Night brings out stars as sorrow shows r» truths ; 
Though many, yet they help not ; bright they light not 
They are too late to serve us ; and sad thingtf 
Are aye too true. We never see the stars 
Till we can see naught but them. So with truth. 
And yet if one would look down a deep well, 
Even at noon, we might see these same stars, * 

Far fairer than the blinding blue : the truth 
Stars in the water like a dark bright eye, 
But there are other eyes men better love 
Than truth's, for when we have her she is so cold 
And proud, we know not what to do with her. . . . 
Sometimes the thought comes swiftening over us. 
Like a small bird winging the still bluie air. 
And then again at other times it rises 
Slow, like a cloud which scales the skies all breathlopi, 
And just overhead lets itself down on us. 
Sometimes we feel the wish across the mind 
Rush, like a rocket roaring up the sky, 
That we should join with God and gi^e the world 
The go-by ; but the world meantime turns round, 
And peeps us in the face ; the wanton world ; 
We feel it gently pressing down our arm, 
The arm we raised to do for truth such wonders ; 
We feel it softly bearing on our side ; 
We feel it touch and thrill us through the body ; 
And we are fools, and there 's an end Of us." 

A modem critic has so admirably summed up the peculiarities 
of Mr. Bailey's genius that we give it in his own words : 

" There bums in the elements of certain natures, in the secret wells of 
their being, the deep sources where dwelleth the soul, a yearning towards 
eome vaster region than the world which surrounds them, and an aspiration 
which would cleave its crystalline walls and soar away towards illimitable 
heavens, unknown ecstasies, and the eternal mysteries of Divinity. They feel 
this yearing, this aspiration, communicating itself to the very temperature and 
current of their blood ; it stings them to the quick of inward bemg ; it breaks 
out in drops upon the forehead, and rills down this poor inadequate corporeal 
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frame. They have mighty thoughts and deep ; the deep thoughts often cross 
each other, and re-cross in their tumultuous lights and shades, till the man ifl 
vanquished by the over-forces of his own mind: they see mighty i^iantasiefl 
and shapes ; and the vision and the image rule over the man. Does he dream? 
No, he wakes ; he has awakened to more things than his fellows. Is he mad« 
or of intellect unsound ? Not so ; for he sees clearly and knows that his mys- 
tery is but some excess in the common mystery of all life, and that he is bul % 
troubled human creature ; a frame-work troubled by some rebounding and im- 
prisoned»spirit within, that seeks for freedom in the illimitable air and in the il- 
limitable light, not as a mere wild voyage to regions where he would be alto* 
gether strange and confounded, but as though by a sense of birth-right in these 
iiytQlerable desires. But thne moves on — ^the wheels of the years pass over th« 
head and faoe turned star-ward, — and the man finds that he will assuredly be, 
some day .old. He is but where he was when he first commenced this upward- 
looking, these aspirations to infinity. His thoughts now slowly recoil and re* 
volve inwardly, and his visions gather closer round him. He seeks a suUime 
result for that within, which is denied to him from without He places the im- 
ages of his mind in order, even as a man before the death of his mortality ar- 
raigneth his house : and finally he is no longer vanquished by his thoughts, but 
fixes and rules over the vision and the dream.^ Here then he finds some solace 
ior his yearings; he no longer eeeks to disperse himself, but to collect; no lon- 
ger to revel in the arms of bright and unattcCtnable desures, but to build. And 
the conditi<m of this man's mind is that of creative passion. 

«.Bnt to the store-house of the world, and to the things of worth for man's 
largest use and l^nefit, his soul's sake and body's sake, of what value is this 
creative passion? Can it take us up into the blessed air beside it, or help us to 
ride wit^ it triumphant upon the triumphant wmds? Or can it come down to 
us <m earth, and if so, with what benefit to those idio need help? How shall 
we perceive and feel it? How know it, how take it to heart and use it, as an 
incentive to hope, a refuge for sorrow, or an influence to elevate, and a medium 
to bring good tidings to mankind? Of what value to us shall be a palace of 
of mighty voices, and echoes from mightier worlds, if we have no fair entrance 
porch, or if, having entered, we cannot distinguish the passages and step-flights 
from the pillars and the wails, nor the right i^ape of anything, nor the clear 
hiterpretation of any voice or echo? 

" Out of these wild imaginations, these ungovemed and formless phantasies, 
these outrages to common sense, which heated brains call genius or inspuntion, 
we must seek to free ourselves. Should we not call in the aid of calm reason? 
Must we not command all these passionate emotions and imaginmgs by erect- 
ing a glacier in the midst, at the summit of which sound sense shall sit upon 
lus jodgment thmte ? 
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*' Tliere aits Sound Sense upon his throne ! He is at the same altitude as 
those fantastic dreams and fiery emotions which he is to goyem. Yet a little 
while he sits ; not haughtily, but with a sober pride. And behold I — ^his throne 
is sinking — it surely is sinking ! — ^the crowned perfection is sinking lower and 
lower — the glacier is dissolving at the base — ^the passions are cruelly hot — ^the 
summit of his glacier has now dropt flat — his graye long face gapes wide, and 
out of that widening dismay a gray mist issues, amidst whidi that very mis- 
ealculating presumption is diffused and lost 

** Are we again upon earth ? We are safely there, though the descending 
mist is there also. Nay, but sound sense is a good thing when upon earth. 
Let us all be reconciled. For out of the mist we now see a man emerge^an 
aetual hving piece of humanity. He b a workmg man and may help us in 
this matter. 

** He hath a rough beard, and a strong, well-knit, suj^e body ; a largo or- 
ganic forehead, and a steady eye. In one hand he h<Ada a chisel, in the other 
a lump of clay. A modeller and a mason, a designer and a builder is this work- 
ing man. He would speak to us. Shall we hear him? Or shall he be dumb, 
and go on with his own work ? Will the spirit of the age listen to an unknown, 
nnlaurelled laborer? Well, — let him say what he thinks. 

'< < The first thing for the making of a house is the definite impulse to have 
a house made. The second thing is to have imagination to conceive of the 
design. And the third thing is to have a good workman's hand.' 

** All this is common, plain-spoken stuff which every body knew before. 
Why should a man who makes things, presume to tell us how things are made? 
But let him proceed for the chance of something better. 

" < The definite impulse is a passion for that thing ; the unagination is the 
power to think the shape ; and the hand is the power to make the shape of the 
thought. You must listen or depart. For now I will go on. The passion of 
the heart commands (he passion of the brain, when the heart is <tf the right 
strength as. meant by God for a natural, true man; and in those heart-felt 
•motions doth God's voice speak — ^the only inspiration of genius, because 41 
revelation fix>m the Infinite Maker to the finite maker who devoutly conceives 
ih ese things, and aspires to make them manifest to his brothers of the earth. 
If a man have no passion he can have no true impulse to create any thing. If 
h e have passion, what he designs will then be in accordance and proportion 
with what he imagrines ; and lastly, what he imagines can only receive due 
form and be intelligible to fitting eyes, by mastery of hand. 

** * This shapeless lump of clay, so unsightly, so cold and unsuggestfve, is 
the type of all tebstance whereon no work has been done. Breathe fire into 
t — give to it a soul, and it shall have high capacities; set an artist's hand to 
work upon it, and it may have angel's form. All the great imaginings, all the 
splendid visions that spring up m the mmd, or can be created by vduntary 
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power, will exercise no g;ood influence in the world, nor have a long date, nn- 
leas they be wrought upon a clear design, and are built u^into a suitable struc- 
ture. Nay, thoughts themselves, howsoever lofty or profound, must have intel- 
ligible form. The spirit of philosophy and of art, may comprehend the abetrac- 
rions, and the germinating ideas as they exist in the work-places of the brain ; 
but even these practised spirits understand the things better when they have 
acquired some definite shape, visible within, if not without ; while for the use 
and benefit of mankind at large no labor is available that hath not intelligible 
ferm* 

** * As generations advance in civilization and refinement, a polish comet 
over the surface of nature, so that artist that works with a light hand, shall 
find his tool's edge turned, and his labors produce no effect. In these days the 
people need power. They talk of knowledge, but must first be made to feel 
the truth, and desire it. Among the relics of ancient Egypt there is a colossal 
granite fist ; sole memory of a forgotten god. Four thousand years have those 
granite fingers been held close. They did their work — and were locked up. 
It was that power which reared the pyramids — ^which gave them their struc- 
ture, theur form, and their eternity. They could not have lasted as rude shape- 
less heaps. They could not have endured the elements ; man could not have 
borne the sight of them. Imagine that mighty fragment of a limb to open out 
into a hand ! A good change has come among some nations, and will gradual- 
ly develope itself through all nations, the change of feeling and conviction in 
the estimate of power. True power is now seen to arise from the nobler pas- 
rions of the heart and of the intellect. Use, then, that mighty open hand with 
moral aim, and build for truth a lofty fabric 

« < Nothing will now be received which has not some distinct principle, a 
clear design, a shapely structure. Character, passions, thought, action and 
event, must all be within a circle and citadel of their own, bounded by no hard 
line of horizon, and opening large portals on all sides t(\the influences and sym- 
pathies of the outer world. The only artist-work that does good in its day, or 
that reaches posterity, is the work of a soul that gives form. But without the 
unpassioned life of that soul, the best-reasoned form and structure are but cold 
vanities, which leave man's untired nature just where they found it, and there* 
fore are of no service on earth.' " 

" Festiis" is the only poem Mr. Bailey has written ; ten years ago 
he published the first edition; he then began adding and altering, 
till, when it appeared three years afterwards, it was like another 
work; the thin volume had grown thick, every line had under- 
gone the refining crucible of the author's brain, and was modified 
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by the greater maturity of his mind. Two other editions followed, 
and the last is nearly three times as long as when it first appeared. 
As he grows, it grows; it seems as though he meant to devote 
himself to the improvement and expansion of ** Festus," this soli- 
tary child of his imagination. Mr. Bailey is a young barrister, is 
happily married, and being of independent means, devotes himself 
to his muse. He is about thirty-two years old. 



JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES, 
AND OTHERS. 



Dramatic composition is undoubtedly the highest effort of hu- 
man genius, and comes the nearest to pure creation. During the 
moments of composition, a truly dramatic mind loses entirely the 
sense of its own identity in ideal natures, and by the impulse of 
imaginative sympathy feels and thinks as those ideal natures would 
really feel and think under the given circumstances and positions. 
This peculiar intellect invents characters, which become as tangible 
to the mind as the persons which exist in history. 

Falstaff is as real a person to the world now as " Henry V," or 
** Richard III," and every other imaginary being in Shakspere is 
equally on a par with the flesh and blood warriors of Froissart and 
Monstrelet. 

The poet in this case is really a creator. From the recesses of 
his mind come forth, clothed m all the attributes of humanity, those 
shapes which become as tangible to the world as our own breathing 
household : nothing so real and immortal as the ideal. The bodj/- 
real dies, the soul-ideal lives. However graphic the outside part 
of a drama ought to be, the real life is within, but the inner spring 
should be carefully concealed from the gaze of the audience, and 
only evidenced by the evolved action, as it progressest to its complete 
development in its catastrophe. 

He whose success depends upon stage decorations and mere- 
ly stage points, is a playwright and not «k dt«s£Ai^\»« ^ ^^^^rs^ 

1^* 
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plaj is a combination of thought and action, and not a vehicle of 
description. The march should be in deeds, not words : we should 
see the procession and not hear it described. The skeleton of a 
great play is the ballet ; no better test can be brought than to see 
how it will dance. If a play has legs it can run alone, and there is 
little fear for the result. As a proof let us select Shakspere's plays, 
and we shall be convinced how perfectly each piece resolves itself 
into a ballet. A tragedy differs from it merely in this particular, 
that music accompanies the one and words the other : the first ex- 
cites or soothes through an appeal to the senses, while the other 
does it through the understanding. 

The first appeals to the lowest faculty, the second to the 
highest : we must not forget, however, that the drama demands 
stage representation : that the right estimation is only attained 
through that medium : this no doubt is the reason for the indiffe- 
rence of the public to the unacted drama. It requires a combina- 
tion of great excellence to understand and carry out in the perusal 
a fine play : the student must first possess an imagination, second 
only to the poet himself, to dispense with the outward and visible ' 
signs, wluch render Shakspere so popular with the masses. 

How few care about the finest unacted plays : we have heard 
many men of great powers of mind declare that the demand upon 
the attention was too strong, the mind had several offices to perform : 
first to realise the characters as shadowed by the poet; secondly, 
to put them into action in the mind's eye ; and thirdly to observe 
the coherency or sympathy between their idiosyncrasy and their 
language. 

How much a tragedy of five acts contains ! It is a littie world 
of itself — a family of originalities — a gathering together into the 
perfect shape of the tangled threads of life ; there act, side by side, 
power and weakness, virtue and vice, pride and humility, folly and 
mtellect, yet all must be so harmoniously disposed aa to look a 
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complete work of art. It must be a piece of music, so artisti- 
cally arranged as to give but one melody; the different charac- 
ters must sound differently, yet together. Mr. Coleridge once said, 
as the light which consists of many colors has but one result, so 
should a fine work of art, be it in painting, poetry or sculpture, 
produce one effect, although consisting of several agents or consti- 
tuent parts. In every point of view, the dramatist is the revealer 
of passion through genius : — ^we act, suffer, or rejoice as the ideal 
personages did, their experience is made ours, and from the graves 
of the past their departed spirits pass into our minds to renew 
some passage in their own existence. 

Coleridge used often to quote the dictum of Plato, which he 
said contained the anticipative shadow of Shakspere. '* It is the 
business of one and the same genius to excel in tragic and comic 
poetry, or that the tragic poet ought at the same time to contam 
within himself the power of comedy.'' 

That there are many plays besides those of Shakspere, which 
contain tragic and comic scenes, is undoubtedly true, but they al- 
most invariably seem like a comedy and tragedy mixed together, 
not a great play where the two naturally harmonise and blend into 
one work. 

That comedy is the relief of a tragedy, is nearer the truth 
than to say one is independent of the other, or that they are sepa- 
rated by the broad line of demarcation drawn by the difference of 
nature. It is one nature in its two grand moods. 

There are several descriptions of drama:— first, there is the mixed 
play with its comic underplot relieving the superstructure of lofty 
passion and tragic result ; then the poetical drama either romantic 
or supernatural ; a third class is the historical play ; the fourth 
class is the purely comic piece, either poetical or prose. 

Sir Bulwer Lytton has invented a kind of fifth order, which is 
neither fish, flesh, nor fowl ; this consists of amelo-dramaticsketAb. 
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filled up wiih elaborated dialogues and abounding in poetieid eon* 
ceits and inflated sentiments. The most suocessful instance of this 
kind is, " The Lady of Lyons." There are many reaacms why that 
play should be popular : it appeals only to the outer said ad cap- 
tandum range. 

Another great element in the success of Bulwer is the felicitous 
manner in which he tricks out a common-place sentiment, and hangs 
a glittering sound about it, which deceives the masses into the be- 
lief of its being poetry ; the tinsel is so well laid on that at a little 
distance it has really the look of pure gold ; it deceived the critics 
at first ; what wonder then, if the crowd were deluded ; but a sure 
test of poetry is this : if you can read it time after time> and derive 
fresh delight from every perusal, yftu may be sure it is poetry ; if 
on a second or third time it stales, the conclusion is certain that 
it is only verse, however sprightly or sounding. There is, however, 
one exception to this in the writings of Pope. Although deficient 
in what we call '* Genius," there is a wonderful pleasure derived 
from the reperusal of his works. This springs from the point, finish^ 
and wit which sparkle in every line he has written. Pope and " Hu- 
dibras" abound in significant couplets; they are full of epigrams. 
Pope might almost be called the Poet of Epigrams. Now,, although 
Bulwer in his New Timon has imitated the suavity of Pope's me- 
tre, he has entirely missed the condensed meaning and brilliant sar- 
casm. Singular as it may appear, the old secluded man has a far 
profounder knowledge of fashionable life than the courtly author 
of " Money," notwithstanding he is one of the " haut ton,'* and an* 
elegant baronet. Pope's knowledge of fashionable life is deeper 
than the other's ; it goes into the whole nature of man, modified by 
dandyism, and all the disturbing elements of dissipated life. Bul- 
wer forgets the man, and paints only the conventional phase of high 
breeding. 

This is even more apparent in his dramas than in his . othsr 
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writings; but even in his chief productions, " Pelham *' and the best 
oi his novels, the predominant idea is the artificial and not the na« 
tural. The man is entirely lost in the modification ; it is in this that 
Dickens shmes so far superior to most of his contemporary no- 
velists ; nature is paramount in all his works, with the now and 
then exceptions of that class of characters where the author of Pick- 
wick is allowed even by his greatest admirers to fail. Bulwer also 
fails in the impression that's left on the reader's mind ; although in- 
finitely superior to Dickens in the faculty of constructiveness, he yet 
falls short of giving that conviction ; we know that it can be mathe- 
matically demonstrated, but there the matter ends : and as Hudi- 
bras says, 

" A man convinced against his will, 
Is of the same opinion still." 

The predominant power, therefore, in Bulwer's works, is art in its 
artificial sense ; falling short of that art which obliterates the marks 
of its existence, he displays the carpentery of his trade. The gar- 
ment is not one piece so admirably woven that it produces the idea 
of unity ; but it is several pieces sewn together, and the stitches 
and joinings are visible. On the other hand, Sheridan Ejiowles is, 
to a great extent, a play wright, and not a dramatist, yet he has 
little art in its artistic sense. When art gives a grace to nature it 
has done its work. 

** Music resembles poetry — ^in each 
Are nameless graces, which no art can teach, 
And which a master's hand alone can reach.'' 

That is very true so far as it goes ; no art can endow with genius, 
but the artistic sense of beauty enables genius to achieve its highest 
triumphs. Skill would never have enabled Raphael to produce his 
masterpieces without genius, while all his genius would have been 
lost had he lacked the Divine workman's power of rendering it in- 
telligible to the world. 
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' Tbe difference betwe^i nature and artifice, (we use tbis word 
to distingiiish it from art,) is too apparent to need any elaborate 
exposition. A short specimen from Bulwer will suffice. 

<* Melnotte. — Nay, dearest, nay, if thou wonldst haTe me paint 
The home to which could love fulfil its prayera, 
This hand would lead thee, listen ! A deep vale 
Shut out by Alpine hills from the rude worid» 
Near a clear lake, margined by fruits of gold 
And whispering myrtles ; glassing softest skies 
As cloudless, save with rare and roseate shadows* 
As I would have thy fate ! 

Pauline, — My own dear love ! 

Melnotte^ — A palace lifting to eternal summer 
Its marble walls, from out a glossy bower 
Of coolest foliage, musical with birds, 
Whose songs should syllable thy name ! At noon 
We sit beneath the arching vines, and wonder 
Why earth could be unhappy, while the Heavens 
Still left us youth and love ! We'd have no friends 
That were not lovers ; no ambition, save 
To excel them all in love ; we'd read no books 
That were not tales of love — ^that we might smile 
To think how poorly eloquence of words 
Translates the poetry of hearts like ours ! 
And when night came, amidst the breathless Heavens 
We'd guess what star should be our home when love 
Becomes immortal ; while the perfumed light 
Stde through the mists of alabaster lamps, 
And every air was heavy with the sighs 
Of orange groves and music from sweet lutes, 
And murmurs of low fountains that gush forth 
I' the midst of roses ! — Dost thou like the picture? 

Pauline. — Oh ! as the bee upon the flower, I hang 
Upon the honey of thy eloquent tongue I 
Am I not Uest? And if I love too wildly. 
Who would not love thee, like Pauline 7 

Melnotte, (bitterly.) — Oh, false one ! 
It is the prince thou lovest, not the man ; 
If in the stead of luxury, pomp^ and power^ 
I bad painted poverty^ and toil, and car». 
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Thou had'st found no honey on my tongue ; — Pauline.* 
That is not love. 

Pauline, — ^Thou wrong'st me, crael Prince ! 
'Tis true I might not at the first been won, 
Save through the weakness of a flattered pride ; 
But now I — Oh ! trust me, — could'st thou fall from power 
And sink 

Melnotte, — As low as that poor grardener's son 
Who dared to lift his eyes to thee ? 

Pauline, — Even then, 
Methinks thou would'st be only made more dear 
By the sweet thought that I could prove how deep 
Is woman's love ! We are like the msects, caught 
By the poor glittering of a garish flame ! 
But oh, the wings once scorched, — ^the brightest star 
Lures us no more ; and by the fatal light 
We cling tUI death ! 

Melnotte, — Angel ! 
{Aside.) — O conscience ! conscience ! 
It must not be ! — her love hath grown a torture 
Worse than her hate. I will at once to Beauseant, 

And ha ! he comes. Sweet love, one moment leave me. 

I have* business with these gentlemen — I — I 
Will forthwith join you. 

Pauline, — Do not tarry long !'* [Exit into House, l. s. s. 

We can feel no hesitation in deciding on the merits of such writing 
as this. 

Of a different grade, but of the same kind, is the following ex- 
tract from another dramatist of the playwright school. Bourcicault is 
however far lower in the scale, and has no spark of that tempera- 
ment which enables the other to write very elegant verses. 

« Meddle, {To Meus.) — I have something very particular to communicate. 

Max^—CtLn't listen at present. [Exit, l. 

Med, {To Dazzle and Young Courtly,) — I can a^rd you information, 
which I 

Daz, — Oh, don't brother ! ) 

Young C, — Go to the devil ! S [Exeunt, l. 

Med, — ^Now, I have no hesitation in saying that is the height of ingrati- 
iadt.— Oh— Mr. Cool— can you oUige mo? ^PT«MwU\a» «Anw»^ 
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Cool — Why, what n nil this? 

Med. — Small account verms you — ^to giving infonnation eoneemmg the 
last census of the population of Oldborough and vicinity, six and eight pence. 

Cool. — Oh, you mean to make me pay for this, do you ? 

Med. — Unconditionally. 

Cool. — Well, I have no objection — ^the charge is fair— but remember, I am 
a servant on board wages, — will you throw in a little advice gratia — if I give 
you the money ? 

Med.— Ahem !— I will. 

Cool. — A fellow has insulted me. I want to abqse him— what terms are 
actionable ? 

Med. — ^You may call him anything you please, providing there are no wit- 



Cool — Oh, may I ? [Looks round.] Then, yon rascally, pettifogging 
scoundrel ! 

Med.— H^Wo I 

Cool. — You mean — dirty— disgrace to your profession. 

Med. — Libel — slander — 

Cool. — Ay, but where are your witnesses ? 

Med. — Give me the costs — six and eight pence. 

Cool. — I deny that you gave me information at all. 

Med.— YovL do I 

Cool — Yes, where are your witnesses? [Exit l. 

Med.— Ah— damme I" [Exit l. 

While we are on comparisons, we will select part of a scene 
from another dramatist, who, a few years since, was the most po- 
pular of his class. Sheridan Knowles has so much hluntness and 
directness of purpose ahout his plays, that at first we are ^almost 
persuaded he is a dramatist, and we candidly admit he is undoubt- 
edly the best playwright of his. day ; but his appropriations are 
so extensive as to deprive him of the right of being called a very 
fertile or lavish writer, and his dialogues are too often written 
under the influence of imitativeness, or memory, to entitle him to 
the praise of being an original one. 
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iEnter Widow Green, l. supported hy her Bridesmaids, and followed by 

' Amelia.] 

" Widow G. — I cannot raise my eyes — ^they cannot bear 
The beams of his, which, like the sun's, I feel 
Are on me, though I see them not, enlightening 
The heaven of his young face ; nor dare I scan 
The brightness of his form, which synmietry, 
And youth and beauty in enriching vie. 
He kneels to me ! Now grows my breathing thick, 
As though I did await a seraph's voice. 
Too rich for mortal ear. 

Sir W. Fondlove. — My gentle bride ! 

Widow G. — Who's that? who speaki to me? 

Sir W. — ^These transports check. 
Lo, an example to mankind I set. 
Of amorous emprise ; and who should thrive 
In love, if not Love's soldier, who doth press 
The doubtful siege, and will not own repulse. 
Lo ! here I tender thee my fealty. 
To live thy duteous slave. My queen thou art. 
In frowns or smiles, to give me life or death. 
Oh, deign look down upon me ! In thy face 
Alone I look on day ; it is my sun 
Most bright ; the which denied, no sun doth rise. 
Shine out upon me, my divinity ! 
My gentle Widow Green, my wife to be. 
My love, my life, my drooping, blushing bride. 

Widow G. — Sir William Fondlove, you're a fool. 

Sir W:— A fool? 

Widow G. — Why come you hither, sir, in trim like thig? 
Or rather, why at all? 

Sir TF.— Why come I hither? 
To marry thee. 

Widow G. — ^The man will drive me mad ! 
Sir William Fondlove> I'm but forty, sir. 
And you are sixty, seventy, if a day ; 
At least you look it, sir. I marry you ! 
When did a woman wed her grandfather? 

Sir W. — Her brain is turned. 

Widow G, — ^You're in your dotage, sir, 
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And yet a boy in yanity ! Bnt know 
Yoonelf from me : yon*re old and ngly , sir. 

Sir W. — Do you deny you are in love with me? 

Widow G.^In love with thee ! 

Sir W. — ^That you are jealous of me? 

Widow G^.— JealouB ! 

iSw- W. — ^To very lunacy? 

Widow Gf.— To hear him. 

Sir W. — Do you forget what happened yetterday? 

Widow Gf— Sir William Fondlove !— 

Sir W. — ^Widow Green, fair play ! 
Are you not laughing? Is it not a jest? 
Do you believe me seventy to a day? 
Do I look it? Am I old and ugly? Why, 
Why do I see those favors in the hall. 
These ladies dressed as bridesmaids, thee as bride. 
Unless to marry me ? 

Widow G. — ^He is coming, sir, 
Shall answer you for me !** 

In order to bring the acting dramatist to a general test we call 
the attention of our readers to a scene from " Lore's Sacrifice," a 
play by John Lovell. 

SoENB II. — A Gallery in Elmore*9 House. 
[Enter Margaret, looking fearfully behind her,] 

" Afar. — ^I had nearly ruined all — I must repair it ! 
To flight ! To flight from him I love the best. 
To him I loathe thb deepest — and alone^- 
Before my father can suspect my purpose. 

He'll stay me else — and then he 's lost ! [Going, sfarls and ttops. 

Eugene! 
Oh, cruel accident ! [Endeavoring to retire. 

[Enter Eugene.] 

Eug. — Margaret, I sought you. 

Mar. — Not now — another time — ^to-morrow — 

Eug. — ^Now ! 
For every moment is an age of torture. 
Is this your wriUng? [Show9 a letter. 
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Mar. (Faintly, and averting her head.) — ^Yes. 

Eug. — ^You answer me 
Without examination. 

Mar. (As before.) — It is mine. 

Eug. — Own not so lightly to the crael lines — 
You do not know their purport. They would tell mo 
That you disclaim the vows so lately made, — 
Call back the love bestowed but yesterday, — 
And bid me part from you for ever. 

Mar. — ^Yes — 'twas thus I wrote. 

Eug.— Thou didst '—What have I done? 
Wherem deserved this ? — ^What has been my •offence 7 

Mar* — Nothing. 

Eug. — I'll swear it ! — I have asked the heart 
That hung upon thee with such dotmg love, — 
The zeal that followed, worshipping thy steps, — 
The faith that stored its all of happiness 
Under thy keeping — I have asked them all. 
And all declare me guiltless. 

Mar. (Aside.) — ^I must go— 
I dare not listen, or I shall betray — [Crosses. 

Eug* — Oh, hadst thou died, I would have wept thee, then, 
With tears that, amber-like, should have embalmed 
Thy memory, till they and it were one. 
But thus to lose thee I — thus to find thee false 

To vows — ^to oaths 

Mar* — Oh, no ! not false, Eugene ! 
Eug' — Not false ! — ^what art thou, then ? 

Mar. — Wretched — ^most wretched ! [Then suddenly* 

* Ask me no more — ^Eugene, be generous ! 
Think me unhappy, but not crimmal." 

After these specimens let the reader delight himself with a 
scene from " The Merry Wives of Windsor," and he will then 
have at one sensation the distinction between nature and artifice. 

We conclude our review of acted dramatists by giving two ex- 
tracts from " Mirovitch;" a tragedy, by an American author; the 
subject is Russian, and the plot turns upon the emancipation from 
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captivity of Prince Ivan, the rightful heir to the throne, by the in- 
strumentality of Mirovitch, a Cossack soldier. The first passage ex- 
hibits something of the character of the. hero, and the impression 
he makes on two persons — who are destined to become bis adhe- 
rents-^n his first disclosure of his knowledge of the existence of 
Ivan. 

" Simeon. — You recollect his look. 
From that convulsive hour of his denied 
Petition ? 

Tikon* — I fear to think on it. 

Simeon. — Ay, ay, his face a constant battl« glowi»f ; 
And when he moved his arms in gesture 
To his speech, he crushed the air before hini» 
As though it swarmed with armies clad in maiU 
And all the waste Siberia stretched afar 
Before you, when angrily he lowered, 

Tikon. — And when he cried, • He lives !* 

Simeon. — Ay, then it seemed «# though ths dark tupect 
Broke up in lights volcanical, and shone 
In every line .'" 

The next is part of the first interview of Mirovitch and Prince 
Ivan. The reader must bear in mind that Ivan is in his dungeon, 
where he has been confined from infancy ; that he is superstitious, 
and possesses great simplicity of character. The chief guards have 
just retired from before the cell where lifu^vitch is left on watch. 

" Mirovitch. — They're for the night withdrawn — Prince Ivan, 
Emperor. 

Ivan. — ^Who speaks? 

Miro. — ^Your subject. 

Ivan. — I have no subjects here, save the dull fly. 
The murmuring mouse, and sable cricket — 

Miro. — Your loving and obedient subject, 
Vassili Mirovitch. 

Ivan. — And no throne. 

Miro. — ^You have, and I have seen it ; have seen it 
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Filled by a bloody, brutal, selfish woman. 
Usurper, daughter of the usurper ; 
You are alone ? 

Ivan. — Save for the ghost of what has been. 
Or is to be, for ever at my side ; 
An empire dead to me and mine. 

MirO. ^NOT DEAD, FOR HERB IS LIFE IN IT IN ME. 

I kneel here to you now, stand you and take 
My homage. 

Ivan. — I stand. 

Miro. (kneeling.) — By the great globe that swings beneath us, 
By the blue round that sweeps in light above us, 
By mighty Virgin Mary's holy church, 
By all of faith and loyalty in man, 
I vow, to you, Ivan, my will, my strength 
Of arm, mine eye, my force of heart and thought 

Ivan. — I do accept you — my first of subjects I — 

Miro. (aside,) — I would that I could see his countenance, 
Whether it gro^ imperial ; Sire, bear yourself 
As one that has a throne not far away. 

Ivan. — Is Gabriel there with you ? 

Miro. — He is, and every angel that has power ; 
How lodge you there, my emperor ? 

Ivan^ — The walls are bare within ; 
Brick-floored this cell — the plaster-deadened light 
Creeps like a coward in, and dies before 
It falls against the wall. 

Miro* — Have you no couch to rest your limbs upon ? 

Ivan. — I have — the restless, damp and naked stone, 
And with a dull, dead, ceaseless, friendless eye, 
A gloomy lamp looks on me here. 

Miro. — Oh, cursed shame ! — and this is sun and moon 
And star to him. 

Ivan. — Nothing know I of sun, nor moon, nor star, 
Save that they are, and somehow have a power 
In heaven ; but, most of all, I know I have 
A pent-up heart — which I have had from youth — 
That swells at times as if to rive these walls, 
And then again dwindles to nothing, 
GiettUr than iho btating of the g;oardamin'8 watch. 
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What is 't groes forward, forward there without? 
From hoar to hoar I hear the claahing of hanh steeU 
Voices, varioos as the fingers of my hand ; 
Sometimes the roar of cannon thonder-like. 
Then dead peace for many hoars. 
* Miro. — Sad, sad and daric ; yott know the day ? 
Ivaru — Fve teen the »ky but once, if that is he; 
Oh beautiful it hie blue tent, but far 
Away from me. 

Miro. — Be patient, sire, 
And you ehall eit enthroned as great as he 
In all hie azure etrength." 

We think our readers will agree with us in opinion, that the ^ 
American writer does not suffer in this comparison with his Eng- 
lish competitors. We could point out many facts connected with 
this matter which would startle the American public, and lead 
them to consider seriously the question, <irhy they are so familiar 
with the slightest oflfspring of the English mind, and so totally ig- 
norant of the dramatic labors of their own countrymen : it is a state 
of vassalage to foreigners, which no other nation except the Ame- 
rican has ever submitted to, and stands out in bold contrast to that 
indomitable and sensitive spirit of independence which characte- 
rizes the Great Republic in every other sphere. Our space will not 
permit us to dwell at much length on the writers we have placed 
in this chapter : we have put them together in order to show 
that It is mediocrity which is so popular with the public. It 
was a favorite remark of Hazlitt that the masses liked medio- 
crity, and he supported his opinion with so many proofs, that we 
have never felt inclined to dispute his conclusion. Doubtless the 
chief reason is, that commonplace men hate genius, and resent an 
overpowering superiority : and we all know that the majority of 
our fellow creatures are commonplace. Dulness is the rule — genius 
the exception — and however dull a man may be, he feels his infe- 
riority in the presence of intellect, whether developed in literature, 
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science or art : hence the vmdictiyeness of inferior natures : a curi- 
ous chapter might be written on the instinctive hatred, mingled with 
fear and awe, which some publishers have towards an author ; na- 
ture, however, is even-handed, and while it deals to the one genius 
and truth, it consoles the inferior by giving it gold as a set oS for 
its stupidity, just as we put tinsel on gingerbread. Let not our 
fellow laborers in the great cause of regeneration faint at the rag- 
ing of the heathen. The felon's cross is now the symbol of truth 
and life. 

Carlyle had a fierce struggle in his day against the assassinat- 
ing conventionalism of "gigmanity," Probert's fellow citizen and 
bosom companions. We may as well relate a little anecdote, which 
will perhaps bring the matter more thoroughly before the mind of 
the reader. 

At a fashionable party the great Scotch philosopher met more 
millionaires, muslin theologians, and respectable shams, than he had 
bargained for when he accepted the invitation to be present. His dis- 
gust grew stronger every minute at their shallowness, insincerity, 
bland treachery, and respectable impudence, until at length it explod- 
ed at a remark made by the wife of a distinguished prelate. The bet- 
ter half of " Lawn Sleeves " said, " Ah, Mr. Carlyle, if our Saviour 
were to appear now on earth, how delighted we should all be to wel- 
come him ; what reverence would be shown to the most imregarded 
of his words." Carlyle, after a pause, said, " I don't think so ; English 
people now are not a bit better than the Jews were : they are very 
much alike. I see no difference between a Caiaphas and a bishop ; 
a Herod and a lord chief justice : as you have asked my opinion, 
I will just give it you. If our Saviour were to appear on earth now 
in a genteel equipage, and behaved himself fashionably, he would be 
the Lion of the Season, and very likely we should have cards of 
invitation to ' Meet our Saviour;' but if he came as he did in days 
of old, and if he denounced the bishops and the modem churchy 
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there would be a great cry of ' To Newgate with hun ! to New- 
gate with him !' and (looking round) I am afraid we should all 
deny his acquaintance/' 

This feeling exactly pervades the inferior order : — an enormous 
disposition to share the good, as great a horror of the eyil:— 
sympathy is the offspring only of the lofder mind» and when we 
find a writer select the gentilities of our common nature, we may 
be sure he b only a very small portion of the dramatist. That 
genius is aristocratic, is as undeniable as that mediocrity is demo- 
cratic ; but the definitions attached to these words are widely diffe- 
rent from their political bearings. The true meaning of aristocracy 
is superiority to the low, the slavish and the grovelling, not ft 
scorning of the many, as men : not the adventitious assumption 
of one class robbing the natural privileges of another : — while the 
true definition of democracy is that of a class which has "no 
wings to soar, no wish to rise." 

A mere playwiiglit forgets these grand distinctions, and Is 
rather solicitous about wardrobes than virtues : he considers man 
as a well dressed aninial, and not as a human being clothed in 
the attributes of Immortality — the inheritor of a deathless birth- 
right. 

In most of the specimens we have given, let every discriminat- 
ing reader carefully read the whole plays from which we have 
selected these extracts, and see how little of man there is : — ^to 
borrow Carlyle's word — " Thet/ are all skam^ P* They walk on 
two legs certainly : they have the garb of the time the drama- 
tist lays the scene in; they talk a language, but what else is 
there of man ? At the best they are so disguised by the conven- 
tional robes of commonplace, that an explosion of hearty, earnest 
Sature would be a discord: they are in the world of perfume 
what lavender-Water, or otto of roses is to the invigorating breath 
of morning Mross blooming heath, or the fresh fragrance of mea« 
dowB with the hay on them. 
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We have not thought it necessary to mclude Robert Bell in our 
list of acted dramatists, as his comedies make no pretension beyond 
a collection of artificial dialogues, which we venture to add, were 
never spoken by real men and women. Still they had a tempo- 
rary success, owing to the vivacity of the acting. He has also rea- 
son to complain of that immaculate lessee and manager, Mr. Bunn, 
of world-wide celebrity. Aside from his dramatic writings Mr. Bell 
is a man of fine taste, an acute critic, a writer of elegant verses, and 
a good biographer. 

Mr. Bell had an agreement with the famous lessee of Drury 
Lane to produce one of his plays, we forget which — the author 
was to have the net proceeds of the third, sixth and twelfth nights. 
The first performance went oflf with tolerable eclat. To the great 
astonishment of the author, the play then disappeared from the bills 
altogether, and on his remonstrating with the wily manager he waa 
coolly told that he had performed his contract with Mr. Bell to the 
exact letter — he had produced the comedy, and there was no pro* 
viso.as to how often it was to be acted. 

Mr. Bell's legal adviser agreed that he had no remedy : the re- 
sult was that Mr. Bell cannot now even have his own play acted 
without Mr. Bunn's consent, while he himself has no power to make 
the manager perform it. It is supposed this is a retort for some un- 
favorable criticism which formerly appeared in the " Atlas " when 
under the direction of Mr. Bell. 

We shall conclude our article on the modem dramatists by re- 
cording the answer of a facetious friend of ours, who, when asked 
to define a modem dramatist, replied ; — " He is a man who, feeling 
himself very miserable, does his best to make his fellow-creatures 
equally so, by writing a play." 
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No work purporting to give an account of the British Living 
Authors would be complete without Mrs. Jameson. This lady is 
something more than a name in English Literature — she is an in- 
fluence — ^an influence, too, of the best and most lasting kind, an 
humanising influence. This character is always slow in gathering 
round it a halo sufficiently bright to make it stand out on the walls 
of time ; but it has a warmth and a geniality that suffuses itself 
widely, and softens all it warms. Mrs. Jameson has done for Art 
what Leigh Hunt has done for Literature — she has been its expo- 
nent. And as this she has done her duty bravely and well. She 
seems to have felt it to be her mission, and her mission it has be- 
come. We do not pretend to any chronological accuracy when we 
say the greater part of her life has been devoted to this aim. Acci- 
dent made her an author, she says, and having once taken up the 
pen, she wields it to this day. Her works are many and various, 
and they all, more or less, bear upon art. They are as follows : 

Memoirs of Female Sovereigns, &c. — Diary of an Ennuyee. — Characteiis- 
tics of Women. — Sketches at Home and Abroad. — Memoirs and Essays on 
yariouB Subjects. — Hand-Book to Public Picture. — Galleries in and near Lon- 
don.— History of the Early Italian Painters— Poetry of Sacred and Legendary 
Art. — Loves of the Poets. — Social life in Germany — Beauties of the Court of 
Charles IL — Companion to Private Picture Galleries. 
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She thus expounds some of her aims : " It is not by exposing 
folly and scorning fools, that we make other people wiser, or our- 
selves happier. But to soften the heart by images and examples 
of the kindly and generous aflfections — to show how the human 
soul is disciplined and perfected by suffering — to prove how 
much of possible good may exist in things evil and perverted- 
how much hope there is for those who despair — how much com- 
fort for those whom a heartless world has taught to contemn both 
others and themselves, and to put barriers to the hard, cold, self- 
ish, mocking, and leveling spirit of the day." 

This aim, as noble as it is high, she has successfully worked 
out in many of her works. In her " Characteristics of Women," in 
her " Lives of the Old Painters," in her " Legends of Christian 
Art." In the latter, her pencil, or graver, has assisted her in her 
design ; and she has shown her appreciation of, by her excellence, 
at least one branch of art. 

Mrs. Jameson is perhaps best known by her *' Characteristics of 
Women," a work, we are sorry to say, now inaccessible to the youth 
of England, being there entirely out of print. And here we can- 
not help regretting that a work like this should ever be out of the 
market — that any moment of time should be, when a good book 
like this should be unattainable. And we hope that if ever these 
sheets meet her eye, she will take our advice, and forthwith hand 
a copy over to Mr. Knight, or Messrs. Chambers, and get them to 
produce an edition at a price within the reach of every working 
man. 

The authors of England, in future, if they wish their views to 
be understood by their own generation ; if they have the welfare 
of those who live about them at heart, must produce their works 
so as to be accessible to every working man. The reason why a 
writer like Eugene Sue, or Dumas, is so popular, is because any 
of their works may be had for a shilling or two> ajwL \ia\» \sftR»»sj5k 
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they are liked better than such an author as Mrs. Jameson. Pub- 
lishers have began to see this, and they will yet see it to an ex- 
tent they never yet dreamed of. Authors, we believe, will profit 
by the low-priced system more than the high one. Publishers 
can always print a handsomer edition for the rich folks who like 
grand libraries ; but let not the poor be starved while the rich are 
fed. Who knows what thoughts are shut out from the poor man 
or the poor woman, that might have had a beneficial influence 
npon their lives, by a high price ! It is true that now a Bible may 
be bought for a shilling, and that Shakspere may be had for a 
half crown ; but who can tell what progress we might have made 
had it always have been so ! To authors, we say — if you think 
your thought is good, that it will benefit your fellow-creatures, 
publish it at such a price as all may command it. Never fear the 
result. Nay, we are so far Utopian, as to believe that if it were 
possible to distribute thought in the form of literature, gratis, it 
would pay in its results, better than the trade which is now made 
of it. Literature has become a necessary of life ; there is a wider 
acknowledgment that people have souls as well as bodies, and that 
each must be fed — that each must have its proper nourishment. 
Let not then the food for the mind be so costly as to put it out of 
the power of three-fourths of the nations to partake of it! — ^A 
light tax pays for water, one of the elements necessary to our bo- 
dily existence. A light tax pays for our communication one with 
another — (at least in England and in America we hope to see the 
penny postage system adopted) — and why should not a light tax 
pay for the thought which is written and spoken, and which is so 
equally necessary ! 

Mrs. Jameson's " Characteristics of Women," should be in the 
hands of every one who possesses the works of our immortal bard ; 
it is provocative of thought, and helps the reader to understand 
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Shakspere better than he otherwise would do, by his own unas- 
sisted study. We might say it is one of the best commentarieB 
that we know — ^better than Schlegel — a complement to Haditty 
though sometimes holding views antagonistic to his. Yet in ike 
main, they agree very well — better than Ulrici, who is very wordy, 
and wishes to tie the poet down to his theory, on all sides. A 
companion to Coleridge, but more sustained than the poet-critfe, 
and infinitely superior to every other expositor except Goethe^ 
whose analysis of Hamlet in the Wilhelm Meister is worthy of hk 
fame. The secret of this excellence of Mrs. Jameson's book we take 
tp be the fact, that it is a woman — a very woman, who undertakes 
the task — ^none so well able as those to approve or condemn, as one 
who, being of a like nature, has in herself had the same feelings 
excited in her own heart during her life — who as lover, wife, mo- 
ther and friend, has in turn acted on all these parts in real his- 
tory, and has not gone to other commentators for her criticism. 

Another work of Mrs. Jameson's, " The Loves of the Poets," 
deserves as high praise, and is valuable for the same excellence, for 
the same reason. We have not the volumes by us, (for this book, 
too, is out of print in both countries,) but we well recollect reading 
it with the greatest pleasure. - 

The course of true love never yet ran smooth, and the " Loves 
of the Poets " is a perpetual commentary on this line. We recollect 
only a few of the instances, but these will suggest others. Pe- 
trarch and Laura — Dante and Beatrice — Tasso and the Princess — 
Swift and Stella — ^Bums and his loves, for he had many — ^but chiefest 
his Mary and Clorinda ; these, too, are matters of fact — Romances 
of Real Life, and naturally enough when a true woman has aught 
to say on such a subject, all the world listens with interest. We 
don't know any work we would put in a lady's hand instead of the 
trashy fictions that now abound, sooner than one of these books of 
Mrs. Jameson's. 
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Of Mrs, Jameson's more purely artistic works, of which her 
last, " The Poetry of Sacred and Legendary Art," is the tide, we 
have no room for remark here, further than that she has produced 
»work remarkable alike for its purity, its truth and beauty. The 
two volumes of which it consists, are a perfect treasure for the art- 
ist, the poet, and the amateur. We see she announces another yo- 
lume in continuation of these, entitled, "Legends of the Monastic 
Orders," &c. Her httle book, on the early Italian Punters, con- 
sistmg of short biographies with wood-cut portraits and copies of 
some of their works, is a little gem. We would particularly notice 
that part devoted to the sculptors who executed the gates of Pisa, 
for its vividness and force ; — ^we speak from memory on the subject 
We have given Mrs. Jameson the credit of being " a very woman," 
and our readers will not wonder when we say also, that she is a 
modest woman ; and we use the term in its widest sense. Capa- 
ble as she is of understanding art, both in painting and hterature, she 
does not take upon herself any airs because she can appreciate 
both. On the contrary, we find her to be more of an admirer 
than a critic ; we find her constant to her aim, which we have 
quoted, rather to hold up to our view the good and the beautiful 
for our example, than the evil and the ugly for our scorn. In her 
essay on " Woman's Mission and Woman's Position," she tells this 
pretty little story. "There was once a Spanish lady, a certain 
Maria d'Escobar, living at Lima, who had a few grains of wheat 
which she had brought from Estramadura. She planted them in 
her garden, and of the slender harvest she distributed to others, 
until that which had been counted in grains was counted in sheaves ; 
and that which had been counted in sheaves was counted in fields ; 
and thence came all the corn which is now found in Peru." She likens 
these few grains of wheat to her own single and unassisted efiforts 
to do good, and hopes that although few and weak now, they may 
yet bear fruit an hundred fold. We think we may give her the 
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encouragement of all well-wishing people ; we may promise her 
that whatsoever she has done in behalf of poor suffering humanity, 
will not die. Seed of this kind has a wonderful vitality, and though 
sown on a stony soil, some wind of heaven catches it up sooner or 
later, and deposits it on a more favorable spot, where it quickens 
and bears fruit. Is not the thought which Shakspere uttered and 
shaped — ^living, spreading, and vivifying to this day 1 Are there 
not older thoughts than his still treasured in people's minds, and 
though narrated long ago at the Olympic games, or preached by 
the sea of Galilee, yet do they not, even now, to this day, rule the 
Christian world 1 We do not wholly believe, 

** The evil that men do lives after them ; 
The good is often interred with their bones." 

This essay of hers on " Woman's Position," <fec. must have done 
good to some one, we hope to many an one ; and while it is in 
print to be read, must continue to do good. That on *' Govern- 
esses and Employers/' must also have a beneficial effect on the 
classes to whom it is addressed. From what we have said, it will 
be seen Mrs. Jameson's genius is eminently practical ; it would 
bring the flowers of art and genius to glorify our common house- 
hold lives, and render them more sweet by the beatification. She 
would have the poet's thought lend courage and endurance to the 
laborer at his toil, or gently sooth him when at rest, or stir hun into 
activity when disposed to be idle ; she would have the painter's 
idea made, as it is visible, to his bodily eye, dwell in his mind and 
^furnish him with a continual picture for hope, for persistence, for 
reward. She knows and would teach with Keats, 

** A thing of beauty is a joy for ever," 

and the labor of her life has been that " the thing of beauty " 
should be seen. She has tried to lend her eyes to those who ^ccilL 
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avail themselves of her sight ; she has acted the part of Love» 
which Shakspere a&js, 

" Lends a precious seeing to the eye." 

There are many points of resemblance between her and Hazlitt ; 
they are both (would to heaven we could say with truth — they 
are/ but we must be allowed the figure) lovers of Shakspere; 
both lover's of art ; both expounders of art ; both excellent as 
critics ; both in some measure artists ; both followers of literature 
as a profession ; and here we believe our parallel ends. 

Mrs. Jameson is still alive ; we do not know her age, nor where 
she was bom, but we have seen and spoken with her ; and any one 
else may see her who is in the habit of keeping up with things in 
London ; for wherever there is a good cause to be argued, an elo- 
quent speaker to be heard, a sight worth seeing, to be seen, there 
you may see 'Mrs. Jameson. Aye, and in that homely-looking 
figure you may be sure there beats one of the truest hearts that 
ever beat in woman's bosom. 
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Mr. Jerrold is the son of a country manager, and was very 
early introduced on the " Thespean boards." Somewhere about 
his twelfth year growing tired of mimic grandeur, he entered him- 
self as sailor boy in the coasting trade, where he remained some 
time : a very short apprenticeship to the wonders and hardships of 
the ocean brought him back to the theatrical life, which seemed not 
so bad after storms and salt beef. His good genius here tempted 
him to write a short drama, which was performed with great suc- 
cess : he then by degr«es grew into favor, and coming to London, 
became the eminent author he is. Let it not be supposed by son- 
net-writing young men, that he achieved this distinction easily; 
no one leap into the seat of honor was his ; but a painful, heart- 
breaking toiling up that hill which always reminds us of the labor 
of Sisyphus : how often when we believe we have rolled the stone 
to the top, does it slip from us, and roll down thundering to the 
base ! So with Jerrold ; dread was his fight, but his bold heart 
held out, and he triumphed. Hb greatest first success was the 
drama of " The Rent Day." This was so true a picture, that all felt 
it go to the heart, and the author was installed a master of smiles 
and tears on .the spot. To this succeeded many a soul-stirring 
piece of dramatic life, all calculated to fill the house, and render 
the writer popular with audience and manager. A curious rea- 
ls* 
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counter happened to Jerrold on the first night of " The Rent Day." 
When he was a midshipman on board a man-of-war, he met in the 
same capacity a lad named Clarkson Stanfield. Sixteen years af- 
ter, these two sailor boys met on the boards of Drury Lane, one 
the great scene painter, and the other a successful dramatist. Here, 
however, he might have remained to the end of the chapter, merely 
considered as a prolific writer of farces, two-act comedies, and do- 
mestic melodramas ; fortunately, however, " Punch " was started, 
and after a few numbers Jerrold became one of its leading spirits. 
It is unnecessary to relate how rapidly this world-wide celebrated 
publication rose in public estimation. This very work, however, 
suggests a moral. The brothers Mayhew, Tomlins, Lemon, Grattan, 
and a few others planned the work, and raising somewhere about 
£40 amongst them, started the first number : three or four mouths, 
however, brought them to an end of their resources, and as they were 
about to abandon the undertaking in despair, Bradbury and Evans 
became the proprietors for a mere trifle, taking the liabilities upon 
themselves. Its after success it is unnecessary to revert to ; it is 
well known all over the world. In this Jerrold first became the 
" observed writer," and every paper he wrote was eagerly perused. 
A circulation of seventy thousand copies soon made tlie chief writer 
one of the most popular authors of the time. 

" The Story of a Feather " was first published here, and gave 
ample scope for the peculiarities of his style and thought. We 
know very many critics of great acumen who prefer Jerrold to 
Dickens ; but while we allow that he is a more caustic, sweeping 
writer, we miss that broad geniality which renders the other so ac- 
ceptable to all classes. There are curious resemblances, and still 
stronger contrasts between Dickens and Jerrold : their hatred of 
oppression is the same ; so are their democratic tendencies ; and 
whenever they can expose conventional humbug, they do it un- 
sparingly ; but here the likeness ends. Their manner and method 
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of doing these are so totally distinct as to lead us at times to 
doubt whether the end they have in view is identical. Jerrold is 
biting, sarcastic, and fierce; there is no sneering banter, as in 
Thackeray ; all is bold, uncompromising and savage. On the other 
hand, Dickens is passionate and vituperative: he assaults fear- 
lessly, and carries on an open war. Jerrold flies at his enemy like 
a tiger, and never lets go while there is life in him ; while Dickens 
contents himself by giving him a sound drubbing. Jerrold is most 
in earnest, but Dickens is more effective. There is a candor and 
fair play about him which we miss in Jerrold ; the latter will hear 
nothing in defence of his foe, and consequently punishes him vindic* 
tively. This has been one great cause of Jerrold's tales not having 
the popularity they deserve ; we allude especially to " St. Giles 
and St. James," which is admirably written and full of the deepest 
lessons of life. 

Shortly after the establishment of "Punch" he commenced a 
monthly review, called the " Illuminated Magazine ;" in this first 
appeared his " Clover Nook," one of the best written of his works. 
Here, however, he was not sufficiently explicit as to what he 
meant, and for want of a story more in accordance with human 
nature, the truthfulness and good sense of these papers were lost. 
After a year or so he discontinued this publication, and started an- 
other called " Douglas Jerrold's Shilling Magazine." In this first 
appeared the tale already referred to, of " St. Giles and St. James." 

In July 1846, he commenced his weekly newspaper, which he 
edited till the commencement of the present year ; he then sold it, 
and now devotes himself principally to "Punch." He resides at 
Putney, and amuses his leisure hours with the amateur accompani- 
ments of a farm. 

As a writer, Jerrold will never stand higher than he does at 
present. He is essentially of the day ; his allusions are tempo- 
rary, hi? affections local; what he does, he does earnestly, but not 
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•ompreliensiyely. There is a yengeful personality about him, 
which leaves the class untouched, while he annihilates the offender. 
In reading Dickens, you feel more angry with the class than with 
the individual; with Jerrold you intense your wrath on the 
culprit. 

In scenes of distress the latter is more bitterly, squalidly true 
than the other; he makes the reader feel wretched: instead of 
rousing his sympathies for the sufferera, he turns from the picture 
and feels no inclination to look on it again. This is evidently an error 
on the writer's part ; his object is to procure its amelioration, and 
not shirking the evil. 

This pervades most of his writings, even to his comedies, 
which, although abounding in brilliant wit, and sarcastic retort, 
are deficient in that strong appeal to the hearts of a miscellaneous 
collection of people. Nothing is more admirably adapted for a 
literary club, or an intellectual drawing-room of well-educated 
persons, than " Time Works Wonders," " The Bubbles of the Day/' 
Ac. but they are lost upon the broad sympathies of a play-house 
pit. The critics laugh and admire, but the many yawn ; and the 
upshot is, that after a dozen nights of languid sufferance, another 
fine play of brilliant writing goes to the Capulets. 

The following extract from the "Chronicles of Clovemook " will 
illustrate our meaning. 

« With growing reverence for the Sage, we attended the Hermit of Belly- 
fnlle back to his cell. * In half an hour,' said he, graciously smiling, Mt will 
be dinner time. Half an hour,* he repeated with musical emphasis, as he 
paned into his chamber. Having profitably employed the time with cold water, 
we then, refreshed yet hungry, sought our host. The hermit awaited us. He 
had put aside his cloak of the morning, and was again wrapped in his old da- 
mask gown. He perceived that we observed the change. * My custom, sir,* 
he said, * I never yet could dine in full dress. The digestive organs, sir, abo- 
minate dose buttoning ; and do their work sulkily, grumWingly. No, sir ; a 
man in full dress may chew and swallow, but he never dines. The stomach 
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cannot honestly perform its functions in state.' We smiled ; whereupon the 
hermit with a graye, sly look, asked, * Will you answer me this question?' We 
bowed affirmatively. " Do you think it in the power of mortal man to give a 
£eur, wise, learned judgment upon any dish or sauce soever, the said man being, 
at the time of tasting, in tight boots ? Sir, it is impossible. The judicial organ 
is too delicate, too exquisitely nerved, to vindicate its sweet prerogative, unless 
the whole man, morally and bodily, be in a state of deep repose. And, there- 
fore, can there be a greater wrong committed upon the cook, than the com- 
mon mjury of dining to music? It is abominable. Once — I well remember it 
— I chewed to the clangor, and crash, and thunder of a military band. Well, 
sir, the dinner was excellent — admirable as a dinner ; but I have no more judg- 
ment than a beast, if I had any other taste in my mouth save the brass of the 
trumpets, and the tough parchment of the drum-heads. Silence, profound and 
solemn, is due to the first hour of dining. One minute before that time the fin- 
est jest is but a presumptuous impertinence. In my encyclopeedia of the 
kitchen I have treated of these things — ^philosophically and at large. For the 
present " 

The meaning here is not sufficiently apparent to strike the reader 
at the first perusal. The great effect is consequently lost. With 
writers like Carlyle or Browning, this is not to be strongly con- 
demned, but we do not expect to meet with these difficulties in 
a novelist. 

There is a great tendency in Jerrold to ride his Pegasus to 
death. Notwithstanding the popularity of the " Caudle Lectures," 
this was very apparent, as they dragged their slow length along. 
They are, however, his most popular work ; for although they 
only exhibit human nature in one confined phase, there is a mi- 
nuteness of detail, and an ingenuity of inventing grievances, which 
will always render them an amusing picture of married misery. 
What can be more naturally absurd than the following morsel ; as 
we read it, we feel it must have happened to every one, married 
or single. 

LECTURE VI. 
" * Ah ! that's the third umbrella gone since Christmas. What were you to 
do ! Why let him go home in the rain, to be sure. I'm very certain there was 
nothing about him that could spoil. Take cold, indeed! He doesn't look liks 
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one of the lort to take cold. Besides, he'd have better taken cold than take onr 
only umbrella. Do you hear the rain, Mr. Caudle ? I say, do you hear the 
rain? And as Fm alive, if it isn't Saint Swithui's day ! Do you hear it against 
the windows? Nonsense ; you don't impose upon me. You can't be asleep with 
such a shower as that ! Do you hear it, I say ? Oh, you do hear it ! Well, 
that's a pretty flood, I think, to last for six weeks ; and no stirring all the time 
oat of the house. Pooh ! don't think me a fool, Mr. Caudle. Don't insult me. 
He return the umbrella ! Anybody would think you were bom yesterday. As 
if anybody ever did return an umbrella ! There — do you hear it? Worse and 
worse ! Cats and dogs, and for six weeks — always six weeks. And no um- 
breUa! 

" * But I know why you lent the umbrella. Oh, yes ; I know very well. I 
was going out to tea at dear mother's to-morrow, — ^you knew that, and you 
did it on purpose. Don't tell me ; you hate me to go there, and take every 
mean advantage to hinder me. But don't you think it, Mr. Caudle. No, sir ; 
if it comes down in buckets'-full, I'll go all the more. No : and I won't have 
a cab ! Where do you think the money's to come from? You've got nice high 
notions at that club of yours ! A cab, indeed! Cost me sixteen pence at least 
-^«xteen pence ! — two-and-eight pence, for there's back again ! Cabs, indeed ! 
I ^ould like to know who's to pay for 'em ? / can't pay for 'em ; and I'm sure 
you can't, if you go on as you do ; throwing away your property, and beggar- 
ing your children — ^buying umbrellas! 

" * Here,' says Caudle in his MS. * I fell asleep ; and dreamt that the sky 
was turned into green calico, with whalebone ribs ; that, in fact, the whole 
world revolved under a tremendous umbrella !" 

The conclusion of this is capital : the fact of the last annoyance 
influencing the dream, and the startling exaggeration of the effect 
are worthy of Rabelais. In the next extract we all feel it is so true 
to the nature of the Caudle class, that it is difficult to believe we 
do not actually learn it. It does not require a man to be married 
to feel the power of writing true to nature. We may as well name 
here, that it was reported by the friends of the amiable Laman 
Blanchard that he wrote the first three Caudle Lectures, and that 
when he destroyed himself, Jerrold continued them. Internal evi- 
dence we think is against this conclusion. 

LECTURE VII. 
" * Pancakes, indeed ! Pray, Mr. Caudle, — ^no, it's no use your saymg fine 
words to me to let you go to sleep ; I shan't ! — pray do you know the price of 
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^SS^ just now? There's not an egg you can trust to under seven and eight a 
shilling ; well, you've only just to reckon up how many eggs— don't lie swear- 
uig there at the eggs, in that manner, Mr. Caudle ; unless you expect the bed 
to open under you. You call yourself a respectable tradesman, I suppose ! 
Ha ! I only wish people knew you as well as I do ! Swearing at eggs, indeed ! 
But I'm tired of this usage, Mr. Caudle ; quite tired^of it ; and I don't care how 
soon it's ended. 

" ' I'm sure I do nothing but work and labor, and think how to make the 
most of everything; and this is how I'm rewarded. I should like to see any- 
body whose joints go further than mine. But if I was to throw away your 
money into the street, or lay it out in fine feathers on myself, I should be bet- 
ter thought of. The woman who studies her husband and her family is always 
made a drudge of. It's your fine fal-lal wives who've the best time of it. 

" * What's the use of your lying groaning there in that manner? That 
won't make me hold my tongue, I can tell you. You think to have it all your 
own way — but you won't, Mr. Caudle ! You can insult my dumer ; look like a 
demon, I may say, at a wholesome piece of cold mutton — ^ha! the thousands of 
far better creatures than you are who 'd been thankful for that mutton ! — and 
I'm never to speak ! But you 're mistaken — I will ! Your usage of me, Mr. 
Caudle, is infamous — ^unworthy of a man. I only wish people knew you for 
what you are ; but they shall, some day.' " 

The following exhibition of the manoeuvreing of a woman's cu- 
riosity is so admirably done, that, long as it is, we must quote it. 
The mixture of provocation — wheedling — defiance — threatening — 
ending in vituperation, is admirable, and shows a complete know- 
ledge of that peculiar phase of the human heart. It seems as 
though the author, like a musician, was exercising himself with the 
gamut of the human heart. To be sure it is not the noblest nor 
the pleasantest performance, but its truthfulness is startling. 

LECTURE VIII. 
" * Now, Mr. Caudle — Mr. Caudle, I say: oh! you can't be asleep already, 
I know. Now, what I mean to say is this ; there 's no use, none at all, in our 
having any disturbance about the matter ; but, at last my mind 's made up, 
Mr. Caudle ; I shall leave you. Either I know all you 've been doiug to-night, 
or to-morrow morning I quit the house. No, no ; there 's an end of the mar- 
riage-state, I think — an end of all confidence between man and wife — if a hus- 
band 's to have secrets and keep 'em all to himself. Pretty secrets they must 
be, when his own wife can't know 'em. Not fit for any decent person to 
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know, I'm sure, if that's the case. Now, Caudle, don't let us quarrel ; there 's 
a good soul, tell me what 's it all about? A pack of nonsense, I dare say; 
■till — ^not that I care much about it — still, I should like to know. There 's a 
d«ar. Eh? Oh, don't tell me, there's nothing in it; I know better. I'm not a 
fiool, Mr. Caudle ; I know there 's a good deal in it. Now, Caudle ; just tell me 
a little bit of it. I 'm sure I 'd tell you anything. You know I would. Well? 

" * And you're not going to let ipe know the secret, eh? You mean to say, 
— you're not? Now, Caudle, you know it *s a hard matter to put me in a pas- 
sion — ^not that I care about the secret itself: no, I wouldn't give a button to 
know it, for it's all nonsense, I'm sure. It isn't the secret I care about: it's 
the slight, Mr. Caudle ; it 's the studied insult that a man pays to his wife, 
when he thinks of going through the world keeping something to himself 
which he won't let her know. Man and wife one, indeed ! I should like to 
know how that can be when a man 's a mason — when he keeps a secret that 
sets him and his wife apart? Ha, you men make the laws, and so you take 
good care to have all the best of 'em to yourselves: otherwise a woman ought 
to be allowed a divorce when a man becomes a mason. When he 's got a sort 
of comer-cupboard in his heart — a secret place in his mind — that his poor wife 
isn't allowed to rummage ! 

"* Was there ever such a man! A man, indeed! A brute! — yes, Mr. 
Caudle, an unfeeling, brutal creature, when you might oblige me, and you 
won't. I'm sure I don't object to your being a mason; not at all, Caudle; I 
dare say it 's a very good thing; I dare say it is — ^it 's only your making a se- 
cret of it that vexes me. But you 'U tell me — you'll tell your own Margaret? 
You won't ! You 're a wretch, Mr. Caudle.' " 

There is also a great moral contained in these lectures — not- 
withstanding their apparent absurdity. Mrs. Caudle is evidently 
not a bad woman — she is a good and affectionate mother — and a 
faithful and frugal wife, yet the indulgence of a peculiarity has 
made her a bye- word to the world. These Lectures are very sug- 
gestive to all people: here we have her, merely to gratify a morbid 
curiosity, using all her influence to induce her husband to betray 
his confidence; nay, even break his oath, by divulging the Free- 
mason's Ceremonies. 

The next extract is of another quality, and shows him in an- 
other light. Jerrold is successful very frequently in isolated pieces 
of writing, but he wants that general humanity and geniality of 
purpose indispensable to a wider appreciation. 



DOUGLAS JERROLD AND "PUNCH." 806 



<< * And is the land far distant?' we asked. 

" * Some hundred leagues, no more, from Clovemook. I was brought up 
there: understand me — brought i^, after the fashion of the Turveytopians. 
The truth is, when I had arrived at man's estate, I found myself in possession 
of a bit of nearly every vice that blackens the sons of Adam. I will not run 
over the list, but to save your time and my breath will merely desire you to 
think me at that time knowing in all the rascally accomplishments generally 
shared among a crowd of sinners. And yet, though wild and lawless, and hotly 
pursuing all .sorts of mad delights, I never felt a touch of happiness. My plea- 
sure was at best delirium, that left me spent and heavy-hearted. It was in one 
of those moods, when the whole world about me was, to my moral vision, co- 
lored like so much brown paper ; that walking at the base of a high mountain, 
it suddenly opened before me. Sir,' said the hermit, with a grave look that re- 
buked our gaze of incredulity, < I say the mountain opened. A narrow passage, 
adown which the sun shone with intense brightness, and from which I heard 
beautiful sounds, as of distant music, was before me. Without a thought I en- 
tered it; when having run a few paces, I turned round, and — the marrow 
froze in my bones — I saw the mountain had closed again behind me. I was 
trapped, swallowed, a miseaable lump of breathing mortality, in the bowels of 
the earth. Great was the anguish of my heart ; yet, strangely enough, light, 
like sunlight, streamed down the long passage before me, and the sounds of the 
music became loiider and louder, fiy degrees they carried peace and fortitude 
into my soul, and I began to walk rapidly forward. As I walked, the passage 
became wider, and at length ended in an open country ; where, save that the 
grass, the flowers, the trees, and all things about me, were of gigantic propor- 
tions, all in form were the same as the things of the world I had left. I walked 
until I saw, what at first appeared to me huge rocks. Continumg to approach 
them, I discovered them to be houses. My hekri dropped within me, for I 
feared that I was in a land of giants. As the thought fell upon me, I turned 
round and almost swooned to the earth with fear. A giantess of nine-and-thirty 
feet three inches high — as I afterwards discovered — stood before me. Instantly 
1 believed I was destined to be eaten alive. Though constitutionally gallant 
towards the sex, I was yet so wayward, that I would rather have fallen into the 
j aws of a tigress or any other female beast, than have formed the meal of the 
giantess before me. She saw my terror, and a smile broke upon her broad- 
good-humored face, like a sunbeam on a rose-garden. A few strides brought 
her to me. I fell upon my knees, and lifted up my hands implormgly to her. 
Never did man drop at the foot of woman in more earnestness of soul. Never 
could he pray more fervently to be taken in marriage, than did I supplicate not 
to be chewed alive. The giantess, with a laugh that almost stunned me, bent 
over me ; chucked me under the chin : playfully nipped the end of my nose ; 
indented the tip of her fore-finger in both my cheeks, and shrilly crymg kluk- 
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Uukklmk, wliich uamweta to our baaiely cmtekf, emiehy, took me in her aims 
Dke a taw, red-fikced. hovr-old baby.* " 

Tbere is no humor in JerrolcL It is either wit, sarcasm, or 
banter. E^en the latter is fierce and personal. We miss that 
racineas which pervades Fielding, Smollett and Dickens. We feel 
as we read, that a caostic intellect is in utterance, not hmnan 
bangs in the fall play of their natures. 

** < And the Tmrejtapnna, joa say, sir, had their €U>d of Langfater ?* 
** * And, from what I coold gather, he held a moat exalted place in their 
Ptotheon. Sweet, too. especially sweet, was one of their customs of sacri- 
fice. It was this. A man always dedicated his fint joke, whateyer it may 
kaTe been, to the God of Langluer. There was a fine spirit of gratitude in 
the practice, a sweet acknowledgment of the honied uses of mirth in this 
oar daily drangfat of life, otherwise cold, and flatulent, and bitter. This first 
offering was always a matter of great solemnity. The maker of the joke, 
whether man <v maid, was taken in pompons pi^cession to the shrine of the 
god. And there, the joke — beautifully worked in letters of gold upon some 
rich-colored silk or yelret — was given in to the Jlamen, who read it to the 
assembled people, who roared approying laughter. The joker was then taken 
back in triumph to his house, and feasting and sports for nine days marked 
this hie first act of citizenship; for I should tell you that no jokeless man 
eeiild claim any civil rights. Hence, when the man began to joke, he was 
considered fit for the gravest offices of human government ; and not till then !' 
" « What ! no civil rights ? Had he no vote — if indeed there were votes 
in Turveytop — for his representative in the Senate? — for — * 

" ' Sir,* replied the hermit, gravely, * he had no voice in any thing ; not 
even in* the mzdung of a beadle. The man without a joke in Turveytop 
was a wretch, an outcast ; indeed, to give you the strongest, the truest com- 
pariBm, he was what your man in England is without a guinea.* 

" * Miserable wretch !' we cried. « And what became of these creatures V 
***Aal learned, the jokeless did all the foul and menial work. Misera- 
ble men, indeed ! I have heard of a country in which the social dignity 
and mond intelligence of the man was computed by the soap he was wont 
to outlay upon his anatomy. He might be too poor to buy the soap ; never 
mind that ; it was a terrible thing, and stung the penniless offender like a 
nettle to call him " the unwashed !*' Now, in Turveytop, it amounted to 
the same degree of ignominy to call a man the jokeless ! Some of these 
might be in tatters and starving ; well, they would ask charity, and how ? 
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They would say nothing of rags and hunger, but stopping the rich, they 
would despairingly slap the forehead, and in a hollow voice cry, '* No joke I" 
Thus, in those days of Turveytop, jokes gave dignity to the highest offices 
of the state. Senators and magistrates thought of nothing but making a joke 
of their functions and reputation. They had their great reward not only in 
the admiration of the people, but in the high degree of mental expression and 
physical beauty which their genius, constantly exercised, inevitably awarded 
them,' 

"*Have jokes such benign power upon their makers?' we asked. 
« < Unquestionably,' answered the hermit, startled at the question. * Take 
a sulky fellow, with a brow ever wrinkled at the laughing hours, let them 
laugh ever so melodiously — ^who looks with a death's head at the pleasant 
iruits of the earth heaped upon his table — ^who leaves his house for business 
as an ogre leaves his cave for food — who returns home joyless and grim to 
his silent wife and creeping children, — ^take such a man, and, if possible, 
teach him to joke. Why, sir, 'twould be like turning a mandril into an Apol- 
lo. A hearty jest kills an ugly face. The divine nature of man irradiates 
and ennobles what at first sight seems wholly animal. What a mighty joker 
was Socrates ! Yes, joker, sir ; and rightly have the sculptors imagined that 
knotty countenance, sublhned and sweetened by the laughing spirit within ! 
Now, the jokeless of Turveytop— as it was related to me — ^became physical- 
ly forlorn ; the sympathy of mind and flesh was so active. Hence, they were 
drudges, scavengers, bone-grubbers, pickers up of old rags a^ iron, bearers 
of burdens, outcasts, miserable creatures ; the jokers all the while sitting high 
in place, their cheeks greasy with the marrow of the earth, theur eyes twink- 
ling with its nectar.'" 

We oflFer one more convincmg proof that Mr. Jerrold cannot be 
humorous, m the full sense of the word. The idea is palpable, 
his endeavor is plain, but the spirit is wanting. We dwell the more 
on this point, because a great error is often made by writers in 
claiming faculties for our author which he does not possess. He 
surely has too many requisites of a great writer to render it neces- 
sary to endow him with ideal powers. 

" * Right: to wander is a besetting sin of mine. Keep we now to the story 
Well, sir, the two armies were about to fight, when the God of Joking— 
whose shrine had been sadly despised and neglected m preparation for the 
war — ^resolved to put an end to the wickedness, and so to bring the Turvey- 
topians back again to jests and reason. Whereupon, as the story runs, the 
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God Joem repaired to a high hill near the hattle-field, axid seating hhnself 
cross-legged on its summit) called his thousands of servants about him, giv- 
ing them due oiden for their goodly work. The god surveyed the hosts be- 
low him with a wan smile, and then clapping his hands to his sides, he 
laughed a laugh of thunder. On this, the trumpets brayed once, and one* 
only, and the armies engaged. In a moment the god saw that his sprites 
-—there were immortal thousands, though bom of human brains — had done 
his wise behest There was no smoke — ^no fire. The great guns were dumb 
— the muskets undischarged ; for be it known to you, sir, that the Turvey- 
topians had at the time all the weapons since mvented in our miniature 
world Then you might have seen the soldieis charge, and their brittle],bay- 
onets break harmless against the bellies of the foes: then would some seize 
their weapons, and with the butt-end strike the enemy in the teeth. And the 
enemy stood and licked their lips. Wherefore, you will ask ? I will tell yoa. 
The musket-stock was no longer walnut-wood ; but, by the benignity of the 
great Grod Jocus, a thing of savoury sausage-meat, calling up the spirit of en- 
joyment in the heart of man as it smote his nostril. In this way, sir, all things 
were changed. Here you would see a soldier take a cartridge from his box, 
and with bloody and sepulchral looks bite the cartridge-end. At that nnunent 
the face changed to sweetness and content ; for, the cartridge bitten, a deli- 
cious cordial flowed into the mouth of the biter, and winding about his stony 
heart, melted it into human jelly. Here you would see a grenadier sucking a 
bayonet, as a nursling sucks a lollilop ; and wherefore ? — The great God Jocus 
had turned the deadly weapon into sugar-candy. In another place you might 
behold the small drums turned into pots of jelly, and the little drummer-boys 
eating therefrom, and painting their downy faces with raspberry and currant 
of more than martial red. fiig drums took the shape and flavor of rounds of 
beef; and in a thought the kettles were buffaloes' dried humps. The pioneer's 
caps became wine-coolers, and their aprons napkins of damask. Gray headed 
officers swallowed their own swords, turned into macaroni. A cymbal player 
was seen to devour his cymbals, suddenly changed into ratafia paste. What 
had been gunpowder was eaten by the handful as small saccharine comfits^ 
cartridge bullets were candied plums, and gave great pleasure both to horse 
and foot. Well, sir, it is not to be thought that discipline could survive tempta- 
tion such as this. No, sir ; at first there was vast astonishment ; then a low 
murmur of delight ran through either host ; then there was a mighty smacking 
of lips; and then the opposing armies laughed a tremendous laugh, and em- 
braced. On this a solenm cachinnation escaped the great God Jocus, who, un- 
crossing his legs, vanished. The news flew among the women of Turveytop, 
who, coming and bringing their children to the field, made merry with the 
army. A banquet was resolved upon ; it was but rightful thanksgiving to the 
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beneyolent Jocns, whose noble practical jest had saved the blood of Tarvey- 
top ; and more, had provided, yea, in the very engines of war, the wherewithal 
to comfort the bowels and rejoice the heart of man. The substance of dried 
meats was fonnd in gun carriages; delicious cheeses were in the wheels; and 
pikes and halberds were nought more deadly than attenuated sausage, pungent 
and aromatic. The great guns, too— charged as it was thought with agony 
and death for thousands — contained nothing more mischievous than ruby wine. 
The cannon shot, turned to corks, were now withdrawn ; and the armies ate 
and drank, and laughed and sang, and danced, and gave hearty thanks to the 
great God Jocus.' " 

One of the sweetest passages in his writings is a short passage 
about villages. 

" At this time the declining sun flamed goldenly through the casement. 
We looked, doubtless, yearningly towards it, for the hermit rising, ssiid, with 
solemn voice — * Let us abroad, and behold God Almighty in the heavens.' 
Then taking his staff, he passed into the garden, and silently we followed him. 

" It was a glorious time. The air fell upon the heart like balm ; the sky, 
gold and vermilion- flecked, hung, a celestial tent, above mortal man; and the 
fancy-quickened ear heard sweet, low music from the he£irt of earth, rejoicing 
in that hour of gladness. 

« < Evenings such as this,' said the hermit, after a pause, * seem to me the 
very holiday time of death : an hour in which the slayer, throned in glory, 
smiles benevolently down on man. Here, on earth, he gets hard names among 
us for the unseemliness of his looks, and the cruelty of his doings ; but in an 
hour like this, death seems to me loving and radiant, — a great bounty, spread- 
ing an immortal feast, and showing the glad dwelling-place he leads men to.' 

" * It would be great happiness could we always think so. For so consi- 
dered, death is, indeed, a solemn beneficence — a smiling liberator, turning a 
dungeon door upon immortal day. But when death, with slow and torturing 
device, hovers about his groaning prey ; when, like a despot, cunning in his 
malite, he makes disease and madness his dallying serfs' 

« < Merciful God !' cried the hermit, * spare me that final terror ! Let me 
not be whipped and scourged by long, long suffering to death — be dragged, a 
shrieking victim, downward to the grave ; but let my last hour be solemn, tran- 
quil, that so, with open, unblenched eyes, I may look at coming death, and 
feel upon my cheek his kiss of peace !' 

" Thus spoke the hermit, with passionate fervor. His mind seemed so- 
lemnly uplided. We turned aside from him, following one of the many garden 
paths. After some minutes, the hermit came up with us. He was again the 
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cheerlol, light-hearted anchorite. < What say yoa,' said he, * to pass an hour 
or so at The Gratis?* 

" ' Where shall we meet the yiHageiB of Cloyemook?* 

" * Some of them, at least,' said the hermit. < I haye not been there these 
three weeks. This way : we shall hare time to stroll aroond ; there are some 
ruins (for Cloremook has its antiquities) I shall be glad to show yoo.' The 
hermit led the way from the garden, and with a few strides we found our- 
selTes in a delicious green lane. * This/ said he of Bellyfulle, ' is called Velvet- 
path, and leads eastwardly to the village. What do yon pause at ?* asked the 
hermit, as we suddenly stopped, listening to sheep-bells that sounded at various 
distances, and in various notes, through the balmy air. 

***The sheep-beUs. How beautifully toned,' we said. < Of all rustic 
sounds, our favorite music' 

" • To me,' said the hermit, * the sheep-bell sounds of childhood ; yea, of 
babyhood. In the worid without us, it hath often been to me a solace and a 
sweetness. I had seen little of the green earth — ^knew, alas ! how little of its 
softening loveliness, its beautiftil records of Grod's tenderness to man in herbs 
and flowers, that in their beauty seem sown by angel hands for man's delight 
Of these things I had little seen or known ; I was so early built up in the bricks 
of a city : otherwise, sir, harsh thoughts and foolish sneers, evil and folly begot- 
ten in a too-early, sordid strife with man, perhaps, had not defiled me. The 
sheep-bell was the one remembrance, the one thought still dwelling in my 
brain, and with its sometime music calling up a scene of rustic Sabbath quie- 
tude. Swelling meads in their soft greenness ; hedge-rows, and their sparkling 
flowers ; a row of chestnut trees in blossoming glory ; a park ; a flock of nib- 
bling sheep— a child, the mute yet happy wonderer at all.' 

" * And the scene charmed by the simple sheep-bell?' 

** ' Even now,' said the hermit, * it is in certain moods my best music. 
Many an evening have I seated myself on that mossy cushiou, at the foot of 
yonder beech-tree, and leaning back with folded hands and closed eyes, have 
let my brain drink and drink its stilling sounds ; and I have gone off into day- 
dreams, heaven knows where. I have been in the holy east ; have heard the 
flocks of the Patriarchs, and seen Rebecca at the well.' " 

It is very seldom that he indulges in this pastoral vein, which 
is much to be regretted, as there are few writers capable of more 
fully informing their readers with all the charms of rustic nature. 
When Jerrold selects a piece of this description, he is far truer to 
nature than most writers : he does not, certainly, paint a pig-sty so 
minutely as some, nor is he so wonderful at a duck as others ; but 
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for the pleasantest parts of a village, commend us,to the author of 
Clovemook: mark how he gives a light to primrose, even though 
in a dingy shop. 

« ' Pugwash had another unprofitable weakness. He was fond of what he 
called nature, though in his dim, close shop, he could give her but a stifling 
welcome. Nevertheless, he had the earliest primroses on his counter, — " they 
threw," he said, ** such a nice light about the place." A sly, knavish customer 
presented Isaac with a pot of polyanthuses, and, won by the flowery gift, Pug- 
wash gave the donor ruinous credit; the man with wallflowers regularly 
stopped at Isaac's shop, and for only sixpence, Pugwash would tell his wife he 
had made the place a paradise. " If we can't go to nature, Sally, isn't it a 
pleasant thing to be able to bring nature to us?" ^Tiereupon Mrs. Pugwash 
would declare, that a man with at least three children to provide for had no 
need to talk of nature." 

It may, perhaps, interest the public to know that this fine 
piece of " real life tragedy " was written while Jerrold had an exe- 
cution in his house; when it was finished he took it to Yates, who 
was then lessee of the Adelphi, and asked him to give him thirty 
pounds for it; the manager declined to read it, but told the drama- 
tist to take it to Mr. Reeve, the celebrated comedian, and that he 
would be guided by his opinion. 

The indignant author rejected the oflFer with contempt, and has- 
tily left the unfeeling lessee. It was then submitted to the Mana- 
ger of Drury Lane, who, after reading it, gave Jerrold two hun- 
dred pounds for the drama. 

Many of the sentiments in this piece are " extracts from life :" 
we remember one instance especially — when Martin asks for assis- 
tance from one who is under deep obligations to him, the latter 
says, " He has lost so much money by lending that he has made a 
rule to lend no more — and indeed most of his means are out on 
venture." This heartless maxim is a literal extract from a letter 
from T. P. Cooke, the famous delineator of sailor life, in reply to 
an application from Jerrold for a loan of ten pounds. To under- 
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stand the full ii^gratitude of this refusal the reader must l)ear h | 
mind that at this very time the actor was receiving sixty pounds t 
week for performing m " Black Eyed Susan," one of Jenrold'i 
own plays ; but we give an extract from the scene. A carious 
Yolmne might be written, showing the origin of every dramatist's 
experience. 

** Mar. — I hare been to Hairy Wibon. The same Hany Wiboa to wfaoB 
my grandfatber lent good goineas to begin the worid. 

Rack. — ^Tou asked him to lend you the money for a time ? 

Mar^ — I stammered it out somehow. 

JlotfiL— Anddidhe? 

Mar. — Damn him ! 

UacA.— Oh, Martin ! 

Mar. — I thought I was talking to a brother. I told him aU, Rachel ! — ^And 
he heard me with a smile on his face, and said he was sorry. 

Raeh^ — ^Then he could not assist us ? 

Mar. — No. His money was laid out in ventures — ^he had lost by lending — 
but he was very sorry ! 

Rack. — And he offered nothing ? 

Mar. — ^When I told him we had not a guinea — not a home that we could 
call oure — ^not a certain meal — ^the tears came into my eyes, and I felt like a 
thief whilst I said all this, — well, he wouldn't lend me a farthing ; but, kind 
soul ! he bade me take a glass of wine, and hope for better days ! I took the 
wine, and pourmg it upon the floor, wished that my blood might be so poured 
out of my heart, if ever again I stood beneath his roof, and so I left him. 

Rack. — And your other friend ? 

Mar^ — No : I asked no other. One denial was enough. 

Rack. — Then every hope is gone I 

Our readers must, we think, agree with us in the truth of that 
glimpse of real hfe. "We now call their attention to another part, 
where he carries reality to its height; it is a scene from "The 
Rent-Day.*' 

[Enter Crumbs at door — eroaaee over behind.] 
" Crumbs. — This is a disagreeable business. 
Toby. — I should know that by your lookuig so pleased. 
Crum^ — I want my due. 
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Toby. — You '11 have it some day. I wish the law allowed me to give it 
you now. 

Bean. — Come, come^ Master Crumbs, have compassion. 

Toby. — Compassion ! tell him to have three heads. 

Raeh^ — Do not anger him. [To Crumbs.] Good sir, give us time : but a 
short time: have mercy. — ^Kneel, children, kneel! [Children are about to 
kneel, when Martin starts up.} 

Mar. — Stand, if you're of my blood. They are the children of an honest 
man, and must not kneel before a villain. 

Crum. — Mighty well. Yon owe a twelvemonth's rent, and instead of 
money, you give blustering words. Rent-day passes lightly with you. 

Mar. — Lightly. [To Beanttalk.] Farmer, as I am a man, I have lived a 
whole year in torment. Day has been all misery to me, and bed no bed. Still, 
as rent-day would come, I have lam awake whole nights, and every night was 
more dreadful than the past. Then I've tried to think no more, but dug my 
head into my pillow, and fixed my fingers tightly in my hair, and tried to stun 
myself to sleep ; but all would not do : there appeared a something hanging 
over me ; heavy and stifling it seemed, and my blood would run hot and cold ; 
and so I've lain and watched, and prayed the daylight in. The next niglit 
worse; for it brought the time still nearer. And when at last the rent-day 
ctmie, and I without one groat, I've crossed yon door, not with an English far- 
mer's tread, but with a thief's pace, crawling to the gallows. This is to pa(>s 
rent-day lightly. 

Crum. — WTiy not give up the farm? Why not leave the house '* 

Mar. — Why not? My father's father grew gray under this roof. Aiu! 
sooner should these beams fall and knock my brains out than I would quit 
them. Here I was bom, and here I will die. If you would take me through 
you door. Master Crumbs, I tell you it must be heels foremost. Leave the 
house ! I almost love it like a livmg thmg. 

Crum. — All very fine. For my part, I can't see why one house shouldn't 
be as good as another. 

Mar. — Likely you cannot But I have crawled a little child upon tiiis 
floor: the very door-step is worn with my feet I have seen my mother, 
father, die here ! I— I tell you, here I first saw the light, and here I'll 
close my eyes. 

Raeh, — Dear Martin, be calm. 

Crum. — ^You'll not oppose the law? 

Mar^—l know not that I tell you, don't provoke. me. [Taking the arm- 
chair.] Here I sit in my grandfather's chair: the chair of that old man, who, 
for forty years paid rent and tithe to the last guinea. Here I sit And I warn 
you, pat not a hand upon a stick or thread. 

Crum. [Crosses behind, calling at cloor.]— Come in, friends. 

14 
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[Enter Bullfrog and Burly at door.] 

Mar. — I warn you back. 

Burly [Showing a paper.] — ^What Bay you to our warrant, Master Hey- 
wood? 

Mar. — I tell you not to tempt me. I cannot trust myielf, for I am despe- 
rate. Leave the farm ! 

Crum. [To Bull, and Bur.] — You know your duties. [Exit. 

Bui. [Who has been looking over goods.] — Business is business. [ Takes out 
pen, ink and book.] One bedstead. 

Mar. — Let me come at them. 

Toby. — Nay, nay, brother. 

Raeh. — Husband. 

Children. — Father. [They all hang about Martiny keeping him from at- 
tacking Burly and Bullfrog.] 

Mar. [After a struggle, sinks into the chair.] — Rachel ; my poor babes ; 
take all, take all. 

Bui. [Making out inventory.] — One bedstead, one table. 

Bean, and Neighbors [who have entered and come down, some remaining 
behind.] Shame, shame, 

Toby. — Blood-suckers. 

Bui — One toasting-fork, one bird-cage, one baby's rattle. 

Mar. — Grod help us, Grod help us." 

In person, Jerrold is very small and spare; stoops, with his 
liead in his shoulders — hair gray, and pushed back, as though he 
had dragged it through a gooseberry-bush instead of a comb, while 
his sharp features, shaggy eye-brows, from 'neath which stare 
two earnest eyes — sharp voice and biting manners, are in perfect 
keeping with his writings, and altogether make up the embodied 
idea of a man of indomitable self-will and reliance, ever ready for 
the conflict of opinions, in which he gives and receives unflmchingly 
the hardest of blows. We have recorded some of his gentlest say- 
ings in this volume, and regret that the tone of many others that 
we remember are too personal to admit of repetition. He is very 
sweeping in his remarks, and unsparing in his conversation, fre- 
quently in the irritation of the minute, woundmg without scruple 
the feelings of his companions. 

We remember, on one occasion, he stopped Mr. Macready in the 



DOUGLAS JEBROLD. AND. "PUNCH." 315 



midst of a patronising speech by one of his homespun remarks. Mr. 
Jerrold meeting the great tragedian/ asked him if it was true that 
he had taken Drury Lane Theatre. The other replied it was, and 
that he hoped to be able to benefit Mr. Jerrold by bringing for- 
ward his pieces. This being said in somewhat of a patronizing 
tone, annoyed the dramatist, who replied sharply, " Come, come, 
Mr. Macready, none of your d— d grim patronage to me, if you 
please." 

This is, however, a very mild specimen of his retorts courteous. 

Some years ago his genial mode of living brought on a severe 

illness, which many thought would incapacitate him for all future 

exertion, but a fortunate resolve to adopt the water cure did for 

him more than even his medical advisers hoped. 

In 1846 -he joined a few friends in getting up some private 
theatricals, which met with much success; they were first pro- 
jected for the benefit of Miss Kelly, and a large sum was collected : 
the first play was " Every Man in His Humor," and all agreed that 
never was it better played than by these distinguished amateurs. 
The chief parts were represented by Dickens, Jerrold, Forster, Mark 
Lemon, Dudley Costello, and some of the other contributors to 
" Punch." The Kitely of Forster and the Bobadil of Charles Dic- 
kens were especially well done. Shortly afterwards they were per- 
suaded to repeat these performances for the benefit of the Sanato- 
rium ; and since then they have been exhibited at Manchester. The 
anxiety to see so many celebrated authors was excessive, and as 
much as five guineas were given for a ticket, the original cost of 
which was only one guinea. Prince Albert, the Dukes of Cam- 
bridge, Sutherland, and a host of fashionables were there, no doubt 
to the great delight of this band of Radicals, who had spent so 
many hours in satirising the Prince Consort, in his abortive attempt 
to invent a hat. 

Mr. Jerrold's chief associates in '< Punch " are Thackeray, who 
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writes under the signature of the "Fat Contributor," Mr. 
A'Beckett, Mr. Mark Lemon, the Editor, and the Mayhews. Dudley 
Costello occasionally contributes, and several others, but the wri- 
ters we have named are the leading men. 

Mr. Albert Smith quarrelled with the proprietors at an early 
stage of the journal, and has not writtten for it since. The admirable 
caricatures are by Mr. Leech, and most of the smaller illustrations 
by Mr. Doyle, a son of the celebrated H. B. It is reported that so 
strong was the queen's resentment against this periodical, in conse- 
(^uence of its attacks on Prince Albert, that she dismissed Mr. 
Doyle from his occupation of decorating her summer house at 
Buckingham Pnlace, on being informed of his connexion with 
" Punch." 

Tlie gretit secret of the success of this work is the political 
character it has assumed, otherwise it must long ago have per- 
ished ; nothing is so anno3ring and wearisome as a companion who 
is deteraiined to be funny; but when you make the chief topics of 
conversation politics, with the follies and fashions of the day, and 
treat these in a facetious manner, you appeal at once to a world of 
ready and patient listeners. 



THE END. 



